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THE 
AVENGERS 


A TRIP TO THE MOON? 


That's exactly what someone is offering: a trip to 
the moon, and a chance to select for oneself a 
large slice of lunar real estate! 


Breathes there a man, woman or child with soul 
so dead they wouldn't jump at such an 
opportunity? Or who would quibble over the cost? 
(One would expect it to be astronomical.) 


One thing is certain: Her Majesty's government 
isn't behind this hush-hush project. Who is? 


Nothing will do but for John Steed and Tara King 
to get themselves invited to participate in this 
expensive venture, unmask the organizers, and 
find out precisely what they are up to. 


It's THE AVENGERS all the way — even when it 
means the moon! 


UP, UP AND AWAY... 


There was a terrific jerk. They seemed to have been shot off the ground in a 
most violent manner. The sphere trembled and shook at first. They did 
experience the feeling of mild semi-weightlessness and, at the same time, the 
sensation of climbing. The constant engine whine added to the confusion in 
their minds. Then, as suddenly as it began, the whine was cut off and the 
sphere was as silent as the moon itself must be. 


Pingree gave them a sickly smile. “It was rather severe, wasn’t it? But we’re 
in space already. It’s safe to remove the belts.” 


“Not until that voice tells us to,” Tara said. “This is no place to take chances, 
but I would like to get up soon to find out if there’s anything left to my spine. 
I think I shall collapse like a wet paper sack.” 
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She entered the Commissioner’s office in stately manner, quite indignant and 
inclined to sputter. She was a plumpish woman of about fifty, wearing a 
crumpled tweed suit and flower-laden hat, somewhat dated. The combination 
was not harmonious, but if she was aware of it, she was certainly 
unconcerned. Her shoe heels were provided with steel inserts to improve the 
wearing qualities and she made a loud clicking noise with each step. She 
clicked her way to the Commissioner’s desk. 

“I say,” she complained, “I’m becoming worn out going from one place to 
another. I told the bobby downstairs about it and he sent me to the sergeant 
who, in turn, sent me to an acting inspector—whatever an acting inspector 
does—and he sent me to an inspector which, I tell you, was more to my 
liking, for he sent me to you. I understand you are head of the police; 
therefore, you can’t send me to anyone else, can you?” 

“Please sit down, Madam, and tell me your troubles,” the Commissioner 
invited. His tone was both courteous and patient, for he was accustomed to 
people like her. 

“My name is Violet Pingree. My husband is Wellesley Pingree, a rather 
successful merchant, I may add. We have been married for thirty years, mind 
you, without argument or fuss. Now, without warning, my husband has taken 
to drawing out large sums of money from our account without the slightest 
explanation to me. He then remains away for days at a time...” 

“Ah,” the Commissioner put his finger on the crux of the trouble at once. 
“You should make your statement to the officer in charge of Missing Persons. 
I shall have a man take you there at once.” He pressed a bell and raised a hand 
quickly as her mouth opened to protest. “No... no... Madam, it is no trouble. 
We have units that specialize in the manner of help you require.” 

She clicked her way into the office of Missing Persons. She gave the 
pertinent details to the man in charge, who carefully took down the fact of her 
husband’s absenting himself from home after withdrawing large sums of 
money from their bank account. When she added that he was back now, 
positively refusing to explain his whereabouts, the officer put down his pen. 

“Madam,” the officer sympathized, “we only investigate the people who 
remain missing. Now, in your case, it appears that your husband may have 
been overworked and wished a brief holiday.” 

“Without me?” she exclaimed incredulously. 

“He may have felt he’d not be suitable company in his present condition.” 

“Tm sure that’s not the case,” she protested indignantly. 

“You should know, Madam.” 

For the first time she looked dubious. “I always thought our marriage was 
quite satisfactory.” 


“Yet the fact that you’re here proves you feel something’s wrong.” 

“Oh, yes. Yes, indeed.” 

“Then I suggest you take your case to a marriage counselor, whose address 
I shall give you. It’s close by. Sorry you’ ve been inconvenienced.” 

She sighed wearily; arose and clicked her way, more slowly now, to the 
office of the marriage counselor. There she told her story and it was received 
with due sympathy and a few clucks of the tongue—until she mentioned that 
her husband had drawn out the money, gone away, returned and refused to 
explain his absence. She added that he was quite unable to sleep and that 
when he finally drifted off, he had nightmares, whereas he formerly had been 
a very sound sleeper. 

“My dear lady, if your husband gets his proper complement of sleep, ’m 
sure there will be no further trouble. I advise a psychologist. I know of a man 
who's brilliant at this sort of thing....” He scribbled the name and address on a 
slip of paper. “Your husband will have to see him, naturally, but it’s always 
well if the other party sees him first. So go there at once and I’m sure he'll 
solve your troubles. Thank you for coming by.” 

The psychologist listened patiently and attentively until she mentioned the 
fact that her husband had taken to wearing a strange talisman on a chain 
around his neck. This didn’t inspire the scientific-minded gentleman at all, but 
when she mentioned the fact that he talked in his sleep, he was most 
interested. 

“Oh dear, yes,” Mrs. Pingree said, “he talks plainly enough. He thinks he’s 
been on the moon, poor soul. There seems to be some vast international 
complications and he has mentioned war.” 

*Hmmmm... my dear lady, this begins to sound quite serious and 
completely out of my province. If there are international complications, the 
Foreign Office should be interested. No matter that they are mentioned only in 
sleep. Deep slumber is the time when the greatest truths are revealed by a 
mind which has become uninhibited. Perhaps you should see someone at 
M.L5. That has to do with espionage. It so happens I know a capable chap 
there named Fletcher. I shall give you a note to him.” 

Fletcher of M.I.5 listened for ten minutes, picked up the phone and called a 
department known only as the Ministry. “Major Steed?” he asked. “Good 
fellow for being on hand. I have a most unusual case here which I believe to 
be in your province. Yes, indeed—well within your province. I am sending 
this delightful lady to see you at once.” 

He gave Mrs. Pingree instructions on how to find Major John Steed’s office. 
When Fletcher’s clerk let her out the door, Fletcher rubbed his hands briskly 
and smiled in sheer glee. 

‘Td like to see the Major get out of this one. She’s barmy, that’s what she 
is.” 

Mrs. Pingree was admitted to Major John Steed’s office and she approached 
his desk with slow, weary thuds instead of metallic clicks. She lowered herself 


weakly into a chair without being invited to do so. Then, at Major Steed’s 
request, she told her story, slowly and without much hope of success. 

“T really don’t know what’s wrong with poor Wellesley. He was always so 
even-tempered and kind. Not a cross word out of him, mind you, even when I 
was put out with him. Then he withdrew twenty thousand pounds without 
telling me; and what he did with it, only heaven knows. Next, he drew thirty 
thousand more and refused to tell me why. He began staying away from home 
—most unusual indeed. And wearing a strange talisman—he won’t even 
remove it when he bathes. It looks to me like a flat, round bit of black onyx 
inscribed with a cross. Not a religious cross, mind you, but an ‘X’ done in a 
greenish shade that seems to glow.” 

“He has never explained this either?” Steed asked. 

“Never. He doesn’t even mention it in his sleep when he talks of all sorts of 
things. Once he said he believed he would be at least a governor, if the moon 
became a democracy; or a prince, if it turned royalist. He comments on huge 
sums of money he will receive. The poor man is in dreadful condition, Major 
Steed. And so am I, for that matter, lying awake listening to him. I have 
sought help in a dozen places. You are my final resort.” 

“Mrs. Pingree, do you have a relative, living not too close, who could 
possibly be about my age?” 

“Why... why... there’s my dear Uncle Alec Cameron. I should say he must 
be about your age, for he is retiring in another few months....” 

Steed winced only slightly. “Has your husband ever seen him?” 

“No, for Uncle Alec keeps his nose to the... what is it... lodestone? Oh... 
well, some sort of stone. They have never met.” 

“I see. Does he live alone?” 

“He has a motherless daughter, poor child. Her mother was my sister and 
taken during the flu epidemic eleven years ago.... very sad....” 

*T m sure. How old would his daughter be?” 

“Maud? Twenty-two or -three, thereabouts.” 

“Splendid! Should I appear at your home with a good friend of mine named 
Miss Tara King, would you accept us as your Uncle Alec and his daughter 
Maud?” 

“Oh my—you are going to spy on the poor man, aren’t you?” 

“For his own good, Mrs. Pingree.” 

“Yes... I can see that. Yes, I shall greet you as Uncle Alec, put you up as 
well if you so desire.” 

*I do. You might also mention the fact that I’m extremely rich. That always 
makes an impression and creates trust, after a fashion. And now, if you will 
give me the address of your real Uncle Alec, I shall take steps to see that he 
doesn’t appear at an inopportune time. Expect us the day after tomorrow. 
We've come for a brief stay.” 

“I am grateful, Major Steed,” she said, her features now free of frustration. 
“In all England I thought there was no one to help me.” 


“Do you talk in your sleep, Madam?” 

“Indeed not,” she said indignantly. “I’m far too much the lady to chatter 
while I sleep.” She frowned in thought. “Or do I? I’ve never listened.” 

“Do your best not to—talk, that is, because if your husband discovers we 
have a mild sort of intrigue going, it would spoil everything. Good day, 
Madam.” 

The second door of his office opened as Mrs. Pingree departed, head high, 
heels once again clicking briskly. Tara King came in, propped herself on the 
arm of a chair and regarded Steed with a patient smile. 

“Well, you heard it all on the intercom,” Steed said. “What do you think of 
it, Tara?” 

“If you take her seriously, Major, you're as barmy as she. You actually 
intend to enter her household as a relative to find out why her husband 
withdraws a great deal of his own money from the bank without explanation, 
and then goes away for a few days? My dear Major, anyone can add that up.” 

“Add to it sleep-talk about the moon, about becoming a governor or a 
prince, depending on the form of government there. Add to it also, the 
incident of the day before yesterday when a man named Vance was found 
dying of a so-far undetermined sickness and who, in delirium, said the same 
thing as Mrs. Pingree’s sleeping beauty.” 
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Wellesley Pingree admired and respected the man he believed was his uncle- 
by-marriage, Alec Cameron, because Alec wore a bowler of the same type to 
which Pingree was addicted. Also, he carried an umbrella, indicative of a 
careful man. 

It was now three days since Major Steed and Tara became part of the 
Pingree household and Steed greatly admired the well-nigh perfect manner in 
which Violet Pingree had greeted them. Pingree hadn’t the faintest idea they 
were complete impostors. 

Pingree and Steed had left Steed’s *29 Bentley parked two blocks away and 
proceeded to this street corner in an obscure and quiet suburban area of 
London. On the corner where they came to a stop were vacant lots with that 
telltale bombed-out look from the last war. They formed three of the corners 
while on the fourth was a lightly-built frame structure, probably utilized as 
storage space. 

“When I discovered you were wealthy, Uncle Alec,” Pingree said happily, 
“I knew at once you should become part of this undertaking.” 

Pingree was a man of small build with hair and ample mustache both iron- 
grey. With clear, innocent blue eyes and somewhat bowed legs supporting the 
fairly rotund body. He was almost an intrusively happy man, spilling sunshine 
in ample proportions wherever he went. 

“But why bring me here?” Steed asked. “And why do we wait on a lonely 
street corner as we are doing?” 

“Because something is about to happen. At least, I dearly hope it does. If it 
does not, I shall immediately confide the entire story to you and ask your 
advice as to what I must do. If it does happen, then I cannot say anything until 
after I have talked to certain people who must be persuaded to allow you to 
become part of this enterprise.” 

“You’re so deucedly vague,” Steed complained. “Can’t you give me a 
hint?” 

“Not even a trace of one. I am sworn to secrecy—unless I am now 
betrayed.” He glanced at his watch. “It is almost time, Uncle Alec.” 

“Time for what? What is going to happen?” 

“Oh, I don’t know. I haven’t any idea, but it will happen. That is, I hope so. 
We merely remain here. I do hope they won’t mind that I brought you along. 
I’m sure once they know who you are, they’II be glad I did bring you.” 

Especially, Steed told himself, when they find out that Alec Cameron is 
rich. 

“Violet has been profoundly worried about you,” Steed baited him slightly. 

“Yes, ’m aware of it. The poor dear is beside herself with curiosity. When 
the proper time comes, shell be told and she’ll share with me in what could 


be the... I’m talking too much, I’m afraid. Forgive me, Uncle.” 

“Let me understand this properly,” Steed said. “If nothing happens, you 
will tell me the whole story because you will then be convinced you’ve been 
cheated. Is that it?” 

“Yes, exactly. Of course I haven’t been. How could I have been... when 
they actually took me there? Oh dear me, the words I’m not supposed to utter 
do slip out. No wonder the unfortunate chap is going to be punished. I 
suppose he talked too much as well. He’s the one who will momentarily 
appear.” 

“Who are they?” 

“You'll meet them soon enough, Uncle.” 

*This man who is to be punished—where will that happen?” 

“Oh, right here. It’s supposed to be an example for my benefit. He has done 
something wrong and he is going to pay the penalty.” 

Steed took a firmer hold on the umbrella he always carried. It was more of a 
weapon than a protection from rain and he was rarely without it. 

Two minutes later, a man came strolling down the street as if he didn’t have 
a care in the world. He wore rather tight brown trousers, a shirt with a gay 
flower print under a Nehru-type coat that was open, as was the shirt, to reveal 
a hairy chest. He was sun-browned and healthy-looking, with a brass chain 
around his neck to which was attached a two-inch-in-diameter medallion of a 
black substance with an “X” in pale green etched onto one side. The duplicate 
of the one Pingree wore. Steed had slipped into Pingree’s room while he slept 
and taken careful note of it. He’d also hoped that Pingree would talk in his 
sleep, but he never had. 

Atop the man’s head, as a finishing touch to his out-of-the-ordinary 
clothing, sat a Tyrolean hat, also green, with a red band and a bright orange 
feather in the band. He blithely entered the flimsy building and closed the 
door behind him. 

“Is someone in there about to punish him, Wellesley? If so, I have never 
seen a man so plainly content in the face of punishment.” 

“He doesn’t know about it. I have no idea what’s inside, but I was told to 
stand here and...” he consulted his watch... “at precisely two o’clock it will 
happen. We have only fifteen more seconds to wait.” 

Steed promptly counted them off in his mind and, precisely at the count of 
fifteen, the building blew up with a resulting concussion that sent both Steed 
and Pingree reeling back half a dozen steps. 

Something went sailing high into the air and Steed watched it in 
fascination. It looped a couple of times and then started to drift quite slowly, 
being tossed about somewhat by the current of air from the massive 
explosion. It then descended sufficiently for Steed to recognize it as the green 
Tyrolean hat with the red band and the orange feather which had been worn 
by the unfortunate man who had entered the structure moments before. 

“Oh, my goodness.” Pingree was a pale green in color. “That seems to be 


rather severe punishment.” 

“Which means you can’t tell me anything until after you speak to the 
people who... did this?” Steed waved a hand at the smoking debris. 

“Yes. Please don’t ask me any questions. I’m quite shocked and extremely 
impressed, I can tell you.” 

“Hadn’t we best have a look at what’s left, just to make sure the chap is 
beyond any need of help?” 

“They didn’t say I should not do that.” Pingree gazed about fearfully, as if 
he believed he might be watched. 

“Then let’s go find out,” Steed said. 

He led the way into the ruins, moving aside shattered boards that blocked 
their way. Two walls were still standing, but not much more. They found the 
hat, which had settled gracefully on top of a still-upright post, and a few 
moments later Steed uncovered the black talisman with part of the chain 
intact. He held it up. Pingree gazed at it in awe. 

“Ts that... all there is left?” 

“All except the hat,” Steed said. 

“Then I must go through with it or Pll end up as this chap did. Not that I 
don’t want to go through with it,” he added quickly. “You will excuse me 
now, Uncle Alec. I have a confidential appointment to keep. I beg of you, 
don’t try to follow me. If anything goes wrong, I'll lose the most stupendous 
chance of my lifetime—and very likely my life as well.” 

“Run along, Wellesley,” Steed said. “Ill not interfere. Not after what just 
happened.” 

Pingree gave one more horror-stricken glance at the ruins of the building 
and hurried away, waddling somewhat in his haste. Steed saw him wave a taxi 
to a stop, and get in. As it carried him off, a pale blue sedan pulled away from 
the kerb and remained a discreet distance behind Pingree. He wasn’t apt to 
give Tara King the slip. 

Steed walked back toward his Bentley. People were beginning to converge 
on the area and he heard the usual cacophony of fire apparatus and police. He 
added a bit of speed because he didn’t want to be cross-examined now. 

When Pingree dismissed his taxi and walked into one of the more sedate 
and conservative banks in London, Tara remained at a discreet distance 
because Pingree knew her as Uncle Alec’s daughter. She was, nevertheless, 
able to keep him in sight. She even contrived to enter the bank itself where, in 
an obscure and dimly lit corner, she watched him walk away from a window 
carrying a formidable stack of currency which he placed on one of the 
customer tables in the middle of the large lobby. He then proceeded to count 
the money; and when he was satisfied it was all there, he took a folded 
newspaper from his pocket—Tara had wondered why he’d bought it on his 
way into the bank—and unobtrusively folded the money into the paper. He 
glanced about and then calmly dropped the whole thing into the waste 
receptacle beneath the table. That done, he walked briskly out of the bank. 


Tara followed him as far as the door, trying, at the same time, to keep an 
eye on the wastebasket. She saw no one approach it. When Pingree reached 
the street, he promptly stepped into a cab. Tara strolled back to the desk 
Pingree had used and pretended to busy herself with a chained pen and some 
withdrawal blanks. She crumpled the first one, bent to place it in the 
wastebasket and then hurried away without bothering to impress anyone of 
her innocence. 

The newspaper and money were gone and so, most certainly, would be the 
man who’d picked it up. Steed, she thought, wasn’t going to like this. 

When she returned to the Pingree house, actually a mansion in size, on a 
modest estate, she pretended she’d been on an unsuccessful shopping 
expedition. When she told Steed, in private, about the money, he had too 
much on his mind to criticize. 

“You, of the doubting mind,” he said to her. “Were you impressed today?” 

“The chap who entered that building certainly was, Steed. I’m sorry about 
the money.” 

“It only proves we have a most clever adversary, Tara. This incident should 
put us strictly on guard. Pingree’s up to something. He hasn’t looked his wife 
in the eye since he returned, and the times I’ve spoken to him he paid little 
attention, being plainly distracted by the immensity of his thoughts.” 

“I wonder what we're up against,” Tara said. “Ill swear Pingree drew fifty 
thousand pounds at the bank.” 

“He’s a wealthy man,” Steed said, “but if he’s giving away sums like that, 
he won’t be for long. Stay with Mrs. Pingree, like a good girl, while I try to 
pump the old boy somewhat.” 

As Steed approached Pingree, who sat slumped in a large chair that was 
part of the somberly expensive furnishings of the drawing room, he leaped to 
his feet and moved rapidly to the staircase. Steed let him go, waited a few 
seconds and then went upstairs. The door to Pingree’s room was closed, but 
Steed grasped the knob hard, turned it quietly and found it unlocked. He 
pushed it open a few inches. 

Pingree was stowing things into one of those dark blue in-flight bags 
furnished by some airlines and tourist agencies. He appeared to be taking only 
the barest of essentials. 

Steed knocked politely and Pingree whirled about, at first quite angry, but 
then evidently glad Steed had appeared. Pingree was bursting with a secret he 
had difficulty holding back. 

“Uncle Alec,” he said in a confidential whisper, “I have to go away for a 
day or two, perhaps three. Please console Violet and be sure to convince her I 
shall soon return safe and well.” 

“Where are you going?” Steed asked in all innocence. 

Pingree grinned delightedly. “I only wish I could tell you. It would amaze 
you, you’d never believe it, and you’d think me quite mad. But one day soon 
you'll be told. I promise.” 


“It must be quite a secret,” Steed observed. “May I help you in any way?” 

“Yes... quite. I would deeply appreciate it if you would keep Violet busy at 
the dinner table after I excuse myself. I shall leave by the rear door without 
her knowledge. She weeps copiously at leave-takings and I do not wish her to 
weep over my departure, for it’s but the beginning of a vital episode in my life 
—in the life of the entire world, I might add.” 
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“What’s the beggar up to?” Tara asked as she drove her car in the wake of one 
which Pingree had rented from an agency where he was apparently known, 
for the transaction was accomplished without delay. 

“I wish I knew,” Steed said. “I also wish I had an idea where he’s going. 
We must be thirty miles out of London by now.” 

‘Tm sure he doesn’t know we're following him,” Tara said, “so it's 
unlikely he’s leading us on a wild-goose chase.” 

“I wish I was as certain no one was following us,” Steed said. “I’ve kept a 
sharp lookout, but be ready in case Pingree is intercepted. I can’t understand 
why he’s driving so far out, except to meet someone.” 

“If it doesn’t happen soon, we’ll be in the middle of the Irish Sea. This 
country is bleak enough by night to be the setting for Bluebeard’s Castle. Sure 
you’re not angry with me because I muffed it with the money?” 

“Tf it had been easy, if a man simply picked it up, I don’t believe we’d have 
much of a case to investigate; but the manner in which the money was taken 
proves the chase is going to be difficult and worthwhile.” 

An hour later, after a precarious, time-consuming stop for petrol in a small 
village, Tara caught up with Pingree and his rented car before it got away 
from them. They were now crossing one of the most barren areas on the 
island. An isolated, inhospitable place of marshes and fens. Even the road 
dismayed them, for it was narrow and rutted and had never been graced by an 
ounce of asphalt or cement. 

Pingree drove over it as if he’d come this way before. Then he made a turn 
so sharp that he actually seemed to vanish, and Tara drove on past the side 
road without seeing it until too late. 

“Pull over—off this lane—and stop,” Steed said. “If you back up, he may 
hear the sound of the engine. Besides, a road as bad as the one he took can’t 
be very long, and it’s been difficult enough driving without lights over this 
one.” 

Tara managed to guide the car into a clump of brush and small trees so that 
it was well hidden from any but an intensive search. She joined Steed, who 
stood at the entrance to the side road, listening and watching. They could see 
the bobbing headlights of Pingree’s rented car. He seemed to have no reason 
to drive without lights as they had done. 

The brake light flashed, kept winking a few seconds, and the sweep of the 
headlights indicated that Pingree had made a slow right turn. Steed grasped 
Tara’s hand and they trotted silently down the lane. All about them was an 
eerie silence and an inky darkness suitable to promote foul deeds. 

Once Steed pulled up short, jerking Tara to a stop. He tilted his head 
slightly and turned completely around. 


“What does your radar say?” she asked. 

“T thought I heard the bark of a dog. Probably I was mistaken. Shall we go 
on?” 

“Thank heavens for leather boots, mini-skirts and a leather jacket,’ she 
exclaimed. “Though I had no inkling I was dressing for a journey such as this. 
It was pure luck.” 

“That’s what we need,” Steed said. “Pingree’s car climbed that slope just 
ahead of us. I don’t hear the engine now so he must have stopped just beyond 
the ridge. Which means that wherever he was going, he’s there now. We'll 
have to leave the road and make our way across the marshes. Why don't the 
fashion designers come up with mod boots for men as well? I’m afraid the 
mud’s going to be rather deep and sticky.” 

They sank to their ankles with the first step off the dirt road. Two steps 
farther on, they were almost up to their knees in a mixture of chilly water and 
glue-like mud. Each time they raised one leg, the foot made a sucking sound; 
and if they didn't reach firmer ground by the time they were close to wherever 
Pingree had gone, they’d have to abandon the chase because they’d surely 
give themselves away. 

Isn't this great?” Tara asked. “Wallowing in mud can be such a delightful 
sport. I think I'll go home.” 

“And break off the mystery when we’re almost at the point of solving it? 
You’d claw me if I suggested that.” 

“Just don’t ask me to try to swim in this stuff,” she said. 

“I was going to. Getting deeper and we're close to the ridge. We can't just 
walk up to it and be silhouetted. If this matter is so important, there'll be 
guards, without doubt. So... let's guietly lower ourselves into this lovely 
muck, and pray it's not infested with serpents.”- 

“Steed, you stinker,’ she whispered, but she sank into the cold morass and 
remained at his side. “This stuff has the consistency of chocolate pudding.” 

“Don’t make me hungry,” he implored. “Easy now... we’re at the top. Keep 
your head down.” 

“One more inch and PII drown. Steed... what in the world is that?” 

They were looking down onto several acres of perfectly dry ground and, in 
the exact center of it, was a black sphere about ten feet high. A few weak 
lights illuminated the eerie scene. 

“Its beyond me.” Steed wiped mud from his eyes so he might see a little 
better. 

“There are several people down there and I do think I see Pingree’s car.” 

“Someone’s walking from it to the sphere. And carrying a small bag like 
the one I saw Pingree pack.” 

“You don’t mean to tell me that thing is a means of transportation. If it is, it 
must have come from another world. You can’t simply project a sphere that 
big into the air.” 

“Maybe they roll it over the ground like a big soccer ball. Oh well, we'll 


likely have the answer soon enough.” 

“If we don’t freeze. Steed, are you sure there aren’t any leeches in 
England?” 

‘T ve seen them.” 

‘T m getting out...” 

“In chemists, especially in Limehouse where people still believe in them. 
Tara—if that’s Pingree, he’s getting aboard the thing. He’s actually going 
inside.” 

“Can’t we get closer?” she whispered. 

“Not an inch. They’ve dogs down there too. I thought I heard one of them 
bark.” 

Tara said, “I didn’t... I didn’t...” she sneezed violently. “It’s this dratted 
cold mud,” she complained. 

One of the dogs set up a furious barking. Someone turned on a powerful 
light which swept over the flat dry ground and then began searching out the 
muddier regions. In its reflected light they had a better look at the black 
sphere, but it seemed to be nothing except a globe of metal with some 
indefinite object directly on top of it. Then the light ray began to sweep in 
their direction. 

Steed daintily held his nose, signaled Tara to do the same and they both 
sank over their heads in the muck until the light passed by. But the dogs were 
on their way up, having been apparently turned loose. Men were following 
them and they were heading straight for the spot where Steed and Tara had 
submerged. 

“We'd best get out of here,” Steed said, when he finished spitting the mud 
from his mouth. Tara was scarcely visible, so deeply was she settled in the 
layer of viscid, wet earth. 

They stumbled and waded in a direction opposite that of the flat ground 
where the sphere was sitting. They moved as fast as possible, but the dogs 
were faster. 

“T didn’t think a dog could track anyone in water,” Tara complained. 

“Probably water spaniels,” Steed explained, without a trace of a smile. 

“Oh,” she said, as if that settled it. “What’ll we do when they rush up to us? 
Pet them?” 

“Just keep moving. The marsh slows them down too. No one can be certain 
there’s anyone up here, including, I hope, the dogs. It’s no more fun for these 
men than it is for us. They'll give up soon enough. Meantime, we keep 
moving and be quiet about it, please.” 

“Next assignment, the Riviera,” she said. “I'll have to spend two weeks in 
the water to get this stuff off me.” 

They saved their breath for quicker movement. Another ten minutes and the 
dogs were no closer, while Steed and Tara finally stood on a strip of dry land, 
heavily wooded over so that it was impossible to see the sky. They stood 
quietly, listening to the baying of the hounds dwindle away. Voices called the 


dogs sharply. The chase was being abandoned as futile and baseless. 

Tara sank to the ground and set her back against a tree trunk. She tried to 
get one of her boots off, but it wouldn’t budge. “Steed, help me.” 

He obediently turned his back on her. She stuck her leg out and he grasped 
the boot to pull it off, but he didn’t quite make it. He let go of her ankle and 
stood erect. Tara too was looking skyward, though branches obscured any 
view. 

They heard a great sound of engines. Powerful ones, shattering the quiet of 
this remote area. The sound was from the direction of the sphere. It grew in 
intensity and then rapidly began to fade away until there was no sound at all. 

Tara said, wide-eyed, “Steed, do you think... ?” 

*I don’t dare think. We've got to go back and have a look.” 

“Through all that again?” 

“Be brave. Think of the men in the trenches. *Op to it, me girl, and don't 
attract the dogs by sneezing again.” 

They made their way back to the ridge, crawled up onto it and looked down 
at the field. 

The black sphere was gone! 

They both lifted their eyes skyward, but they saw nothing! 
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Mrs. Pingree delicately applied the edge of a lace handkerchief to the corners 
of her eyes and decided she wouldn't eat the trifle or the cheese for dessert. 

“Where can Mr. Pingree be? What can he be doing? Do you believe he will 
come back, Uncle Alec?” 

“Good girl,” Steed commented, “for calling me uncle. Makes it less likely 
you'll call me Major Steed when your husband returns.” 

“I sometimes wonder if he ever will, Major Steed.” 

Steed sighed. “You slipped that time,” he reminded her. “Of course he'll 
return. He always has.” 

‘Tm sure it's only a matter of business which he is required to keep most 
confidential,” Tara added. 

“Thank you,” Violet said. “Both of you have been so kind and helpful. 
Without you, I don’t think I could bear it.” 

She began to weep again, but not for long. The front door opened and 
closed with a bang and Wellesley Pingree entered the dining room, not with 
his usual soft step, but with great strides for such a small man. He hurled his 
blue canvas bag into a corner chair, bent over his wife and dutifully kissed 
her, but with more ardor than he’d displayed in years. He shook hands with 
Steed, kissed Tara, clapped his hands in glee and took his place at the table. 
His appetite had always been delicate, as Violet had previously informed 
Steed, but tonight he wolfed everything on the table. 

Then he leaned back, clasped his hands over his rounded stomach and 
smiled benevolently. “Thank you—all of you, for not questioning me until I 
had my dinner. Where I’ve been, it’s some time between meals.” 

“Now Wellesley,” Violet said, “I do think it’s time you told us about these 
mysterious trips of yours.” 

“Not yet, my pet. Not quite yet. When I do, you can prepare for the longest 
journey of your life and the most thrilling experience. Really, there are no 
words to describe the experience. I feel years younger and I’m ready for the 
biggest adventure of my life. Uncle Alec, they’re going to let you go too.” 

“To where?” Violet persisted. 

“All in good time.” He shook a reproving finger at her. “All in good time. 
Uncle Alec, would you favor me with a private conversation now?” 

Steed arose. “I would indeed. Excuse us, ladies. I’m anxious to discover 
what Wellesley has in mind.” 

There was a den on the second floor to which they proceeded, Pingree 
leading the way and running up the steps, trying to take them two at a time, 
but succeeding only one time in four. He closed the door behind him, rubbed 
his hands and motioned Steed into a comfortable chair. Pingree sat down 
behind the large desk, looking actually diminutive, but his enthusiasm was 


anything but that. 

“Now,” he gloated, “ask me where I’ve been.” 

“With pleasure. Where have you been?” 

“To the moon!” 

Steed considered that for a few seconds. He was surprised and yet not 
surprised, except that he hadn’t expected Pingree to be quite so definite. 

““You—yjourneyed to the moon in the two days that you’ ve been gone?” 

“I spent several hours on it. Looking over part of the section I’ve already 
purchased.” 

Steed had to shake himself mentally this time. “You bought property up 
there?” 

“Ten thousand acres.” 

“On the moon? The actual surface of the moon?” 

‘T ve walked over it, sat down on it, dug my fingers into it. I’ve been there, 
I tell you.” 

Steed said, “I think you better had. In detail.” 

“Oh, you’ve no idea what all this means. There’s an organization which 
spent millions in creating the proper vehicle for the journey. It’s terribly 
different from the average spaceman’s rocket. It runs by atomic power, as it 
were, and we reach the moon in seven and one-half hours. l’ ve been there 
twice.” 

“This organization... who composes it? Or is that a secret?” 

“I don’t know. I was first approached by a man who got me interested, 
placed me in contact with the proper people and then I never saw him again. 
The membership fee is twenty thousand pounds. After the initial journey, the 
fee is another thirty thousand pounds; and then, when the transaction was 
completed, I paid them fifty thousand pounds.” 

“It seems to be an expensive enterprise,” Steed commented. 

“Indeed, but the profits will be tremendous. The moon contains gold, 
platinum, iron ore in an inexhaustible quantity. We’ve but skimmed a small 
part of the surface.” 

“T still say it will take considerable mining and something new in the way 
of transportation to get the stuff back to earth.” 

“In good time, all that will be taken care of. Don’t you believe the men who 
have created the vehicle and set this up are capable of such a small task? But 
that’s not where the real profit comes in.” 

*P m extremely interested.” 

“When the Americans or the Russians get there, they'll be met by a 
reception committee. They’ll be told that our corporation holds all rights to 
the entire moon because we were there first and colonized it. Any who wish to 
remain and develop the resources of the planet must pay us. They can't argue, 
they can't threaten, they can't attempt to use force because we control the 
landings and takeoffs. There never will be enough rockets made to carry men 
in sufficient numbers to overwhelm us, and we grow stronger day by day.” 


Steed’s mind was whirling madly because this talk was madness itself, and 
yet he discovered he no longer had any doubts and he had entered the world 
of the fantastic as willingly and eagerly as Pingree must have. 

“Now tell me how I can get in,” he said. 

“Tonight, this very night, you will meet someone in charge. It’s quite 
simple. You are to provide yourself with a sleep mask. At precisely ten 
o’clock you will be at the kerb directly in front of the Tate Gallery. A car will 
pull up. You will then promptly put on the sleep mask and get into the car. 
That’s all there is to it.” 

Steed looked at his watch. “Not much time. Do you have a sleep mask?” 

“The same one I used on my first meeting with them,” Pingree said. “A 
pleasure to let you have it, Uncle.” 

“Thank you. I’m afraid I’d best get ready at once.” 

“Immediately.” 

“Tell me one more thing. The strange talisman around the neck of that man 
in the Tyrolean hat, who took leave of this world so completely—what 
meaning does it have?” 

“I wore one until a few hours ago. You will be given one tonight and you 
will be required to wear it until the transaction is complete.” 

“Really? Just why?” 

“They’ ll tell you. No time now. Hop to it, old boy, and good luck.” 

Steed had only the briefest opportunity to tell Tara to follow him no matter 
where the trail led and to be exceptionally careful not to be spotted. 

He hung his umbrella on his arm, fitted the bowler to his head in the 
manner he liked, and then he drove the Bentley straight to the vicinity of the 
Tate Gallery. He parked around the corner, walked to the kerb directly in front 
of the imposing building and stood there, waiting for the initial move which 
would land him on the moon in short order. 

He felt something of the fool. 
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The car was a sleek, low Jaguar coupé in glittering black, which meant they 
surely trusted him because the car would hold only one passenger. Steed 
looked about, to make certain no one observed him, then he quickly removed 
his bowler, slipped the elastic of the mask over his head, set the blackout in 
place, put his hat back on and fumbled for the car door. He managed to get in 
without breaking a leg and the car took off at once. 

After five minutes of steady driving, he said, “How do you do.” 

“Be quiet,” the driver urged. “I’m not allowed to talk to you.” 

“At least tell me how long this is going to take.” 

There was no reply. Steed settled himself a bit deeper in the seat. 
Ordinarily, he would have listened for sounds to try and visualize the 
direction the car was taking, but Tara should be in careful pursuit by now. 

There were innumerable turns and twists, all along streets busy with traffic, 
and Steed knew he was being deliberately confused. He only hoped that Tara 
was not. Then there was a stretch of about twenty minutes where traffic—and 
the Jaguar—moved faster and things were quieter. The tires ground against a 
gravel or stone surface as the brakes caught hold and the car slowed and 
finally stopped. As Steed was helped from the vehicle by someone other than 
the driver, he smelled fresh, sweet air. They were out of London proper, but 
not very far. 

“Two steps up,” a voice told him, and he accordingly felt for the stairs with 
his umbrella, before ascending them. A door closed behind him. He stood 
there, wondering what would happen next. 

“You may remove the sleep shade,” a man’s voice told him. It was a 
cultured, level voice. “Keep it handy for your return trip, Mr. Cameron. And 
how did you enjoy Mr. Pingree’s story of our little enterprise?” 

Steed removed the mask but he might as well have left it on. He was in a 
blacked-out room without a single chink of light showing. 

“Two steps to your right you will find a chair. Please be seated so we can 
talk in comfort.” 

Steed dutifully located the chair and sank into it. His hands were folded 
over the crook of his umbrella and he waited patiently. 

“Good,” the voice said. “Do you believe what Mr. Pingree told you, sir?” 

“Well, hardly. The poor chap seems somewhat demented. He was gone two 
days and traveled to the moon and back. Incredible, if not impossible.” 

“Mr. Cameron, you are a wealthy man and you know the comfort of wealth. 
I take it you are not averse to getting more.” 

“Quite right.” 

“Our terms are those which Mr. Pingree described. In return, you will be 
taken to the moon’s surface. I guarantee it. There, you will be given your 


choice of a massive tract of land and a legal deed to it. The benefits you will 
derive I’m sure Mr. Pingree has described. Are you still interested?” 

*P m a careful man,” Steed said. “I have to be shown.” 

“Exactly how we desire it. Will you risk twenty thousand pounds as the first 
payment?” 

“I would consider it.” 

“Then, in two days, you will be taken aboard our aircraft for your initial 
journey. Now please reach out with your right hand. There’s a table and on it 
is a chain and a medallion you are to place around your neck now. Beneath 
your clothing so that it rests against your skin.” 

“May I ask what its purpose might be?” 

“Certainly. While you wear it, we can keep track of every move you make, 
we know where to reach you in the event of a change in plans. So long as you 
obey our suggestions, it can do you no harm, but if you go to the authorities, 
or if you attempt to circumvent us in any way, the medallion will draw to you 
a quick unpleasantness.” 

‘Tm a free man,” Steed objected strenuously. “I don’t think I want any 
part...” 

“Please, Mr. Cameron, listen to me. There are billions at stake, perhaps the 
fate of the world itself. We cannot take the slightest risk. What does the 
medallion matter if you obey us, and that you will certainly do if you wish to 
become part of our organisation.” 

Steed muttered something, but he allowed himself to appear more mollified. 
“Oh, very well. Incidentally, I know what the medallion can do. I was with 
Mr. Pingree when he was given an example of its power.” 

“Yes, we know. I’m glad you were with him. Well, Mr. Cameron, are we 
agreed?” 

“T believe so. Tell me, why do you take such a risk in telling me all this? 
You only know me through Pingree and he and I are practically strangers, 
despite the fact that we are related through marriage.” 

“Mr. Cameron, we’ve investigated you so thoroughly we know the story of 
your life from the moment you were born. I’m sure you must be quite satisfied 
now. After all, this is an enormous venture for us and we leave no stone 
unturned to take every precaution. We’re absolutely certain you’re completely 
trustworthy.” 

“Well, thank you. Believe me, I am. I’m also highly interested to know 
what I must do to be a part of this extremely exciting enterprise.” 

“Then listen carefully. Tomorrow at one, please go to the bank which 
Pingree uses. Bring with you twenty thousand in cash, large bills, please. Fold 
them into a copy of The Times, place it in the waste receptacle at the center 
table and then simply go home. We'll do the rest.” 

“When do I begin my journey, may I ask?” 

“Day after tomorrow, if you have met all the terms we have imposed upon 


” 


you. 


“Thank you. I’m sure I will do nothing to embarrass the organisation.” 

“Good. Put the sleep mask back on now, then rise, turn about, take three 
steps to the door and knock. It will be opened, you will be led out to the 
car...” 

Steed was on his feet when there was a loud commotion outside the door 
and he heard the strident voice of a woman. The door opened and he was 
brushed aside. Lights were turned on, some of which crept in around the sleep 
mask. The woman was struggling and talking loudly in a shrill, cockney- 
accented voice. It didn’t sound like Tara, but it might well be, for she was 
particularly adept at imitations. The struggle ended when the voice changed to 
a gurgle and then went silent. People were moving about for two or three 
minutes. 

“Mr. Cameron,” the same quiet voice spoke again. 

“Yes... yes, what is it? What’s happening?” 

“We’re not sure. It may be our security has been penetrated. Therefore, we 
will now take steps to ascertain whether or not it has been.” 

“Can I help in any way?” 

“Yes, indeed. When I give the word, you will remove the sleep mask and 
look at the young lady we have tied to a chair. I want to know if you have 
ever seen her before. I want the truth, Mr. Cameron. If you lie, Pll know it 
and the effects of the medallion will instantly be felt by you. Am I clear?” 

“Perfectly,” Steed said, with vivid memories of the Tyrolean hat floating 
down from the heavens to find the head on which it belonged, missing 
forever. 

Doors closed and there were steps. Finally, he was told to remove the mask 
for one minute and then replace it. Another door closed as he pulled the mask 
up over his forehead. 

The girl seated in the chair, secured there by competently tied ropes, was 
young and fairly attractive, though her brown hair was rather long and 
inclined to be stringy. 

Steed had never seen her before in his life. 
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Tara saw Steed get into the Jaguar and when it pulled away, she gave it half a 
block before she moved out to follow. It was a difficult chase, for the Jag 
purposefully wound in and out of traffic, doubled back, turned corners and 
stopped dead, all done to cause any pursuit to betray itself. 

Not until they were on one of the fine highways from London in the 
direction of Heathrow Airport did the chase settle down to routine. By that 
time, the driver of the Jag felt positive he was not being followed and Tara 
stayed as far behind him as she dared. By night, it was difficult to positively 
identify any car following, so Tara felt secure. 

She saw the brake lights go on, but she didn’t slow down; and as the Jag 
was pulling into the entrance to a motel, she drove on by at a steady speed. 
Half a mile farther on, she turned around quickly and went back. 

It was a large motel, spread over several acres of wooded land, so Tara was 
able to park her car well behind it and then make her way through the brush 
and trees from the rear. 

When she reached the motel units, she slipped between two of them to the 
spacious parking area and she saw the Jag in front of one darkened unit. 

With no idea of where they’d taken Steed, she didn’t quite know her next 
move. Possibly, the best thing she could do was get out of here at once. 
Neither she nor Steed expected that he would be subjected to any particular 
danger. After all, they wanted his money and violence surely wouldn’t get it. 

A man’s voice said, “Say there... you!” 

She whirled about. A stocky man in a white shirt was approaching her at a 
rapid speed. She felt the utter dismay in knowing now, when it was too late, 
that the whole area was being guarded. 

Her only recourse was to brazen it out. “I beg your pardon,” she said, 
regarding the stranger haughtily. 

“What’re you doing here?” He was an especially repulsive type, with short 
legs, long arms and a chunky body. 

“May I ask what business it is of yours to interfere with a guest... ?” 

“You come along with me,” he ordered brusquely. “You just made a 
mistake. There ain’t any guests here.” 

“Then what do you call that in the unit beside which you're standing, may I 
ask?” 

“What unit?” He turned his head. Tara clipped him with the side of her 
hand directly across the back of his neck and he went down without a sound. 
She bent over him, hit him in the same place again, with the same blow. He’d 
be peaceable for at least twenty minutes. 

“O’ Malley,” someone called from near by. “Is that you? What's all the 
infernal racket, eh?” 


Tara shrank back against the side of the unit. The man approaching her was 
taller, bulkier and more purposeful. In a moment he would stumble over 
O’Malley’s form, or spot Tara. Suddenly the lights flashed on in the unit 
beside him. 

He changed direction and hurried toward the front entrance while Tara 
made her way to the back. The rear door was ajar. She doubted Steed was 
inside, but it seemed safer for her to be there than out in the open where 
there’d be other guards. She slipped into the bedroom in time to hear the 
sudden commotion in the sitting room and the outcry of a girl in considerable 
pain. 

“Lemme go,” she howled. “You got no right to ’andle me rough-like, this 
way. Lemme go, I say.” 

“What are you doing here?” the man asked. “You’ve no business...” 

*T m the maid come to turn the bed, that’s wot I am, an’ bein’ roughhoused 
like this ain't no part of me job, I *opes. Now lemme go, *ear?” 

“As soon as you tell me the truth. How long you been a maid here?” 

“Since this mornin’ an’ what's it to you? You didn’t ’ire me.” 

Tara could hear the girl’s teeth chatter as she was violently shaken, and 
then she cried out again in pain. Suddenly there was a loud blow from an open 
hand, a grunt from the man, and feet scurried in Tara’s direction. 

The maid dashed into the room first. Tara grasped her and pivoted her into 
a farther corner. The man dashed in and saw the maid, but not Tara, who 
stood with her back against the wall just beside the open door. The man 
shouted and started toward the girl. 

Tara stepped up behind him. She drove one knee into the small of his back. 
At the same time, she curled her arm around his neck, getting the elbow 
precisely below his chin and hard against his throat. She brought her upper 
and lower arm together with all her strength, tightening a vise against the neck 
arteries that led to the brain. As they were choked, so was the blood supply. It 
was a Sleeper hold. In twenty seconds of a struggle that grew weaker and 
weaker, the man simply lapsed into unconsciousness. Tara held her arm in 
position, supporting the victim for another minute. That insured his being 
unconscious for several minutes. 

She turned to the frightened girl. “Well, that’s that, my dear. I’m sorry he 
hurt you. It’s all my fault.” 

E’ s a nut, that one,” she declared. 

“He’s a private detective and he’s following me. My husband’s an earl with 
a great deal of money and he wants to be rid of me so he’s been trying to set 
up fake evidence for a divorce. But they didn’t fool me.” 

“Its more’n likely they wish they ’adn’t met you atall, mum.” 

“Would you like to help me? Please! I'd pay you... ten bob, cash in hand 
now.” 

*T m willin’ to ’elp for nuthin’, mum.” 

“Oh, but they might mistreat you a little, so I'll make it worthwhile.” 


Tara found the money in her handbag and pressed it into the girl’s palm. 

“Just walk out and let them capture you. Then say you came in to make up 
the bed and this man attacked you so you used karate on him.” 

“Yes mum. Karate! Me boy friend, ’e’s pretty good at it, mum. Not like 
you, though. Oh, ’eavens, no.” 

“Outside, there's another one I—ah—trendered unconscious. Tell them he 
tried to stop you as well. I’m sure he didn’t see me plainly enough to know it 
was I. Brazen it out. For me, please!” 

“You say yer 'usband's an earl. I don’t like the snobs and filthy rich, I 
don’t, so PII do like you say. But if you ’ear me ’oller, come runnin’, mum.” 

“Good,” Tara said. “Now go out and return to the motel office. You really 
are a maid, aren’t you?” 

“Tyke my oath on it, mum. But not fer long. Not with ten bob in me ’and. I 
won't let them find it on me, mum. P1 ’ide it before they tyke me. ’Eaven 
bless you, mum. Strike a blow against the aristocracy as it were, eh?” 

She fled from the unit and ran straight toward the motel office. Tara beat a 
hasty retreat until she was well hidden in the brush, but with a view that 
included the Jaguar. After a few moments she heard the shrill protests of the 
maid as she was being escorted in the direction of the units. Tara had only a 
glimpse of her, but two men held her arms and marched beside her. 

Lights were turned on in another unit. Presently Tara saw one man step out 
the rear door and wait there. Two minutes went by, the lights winked out, a 
door opened and the maid’s voice reached her again, shouting that she was 
quitting then and there. 

After that, only silence for five minutes. She heard the Jaguar engine sing 
into life and presently she saw Steed, blindfolded, being led out and helped 
into the small car. Tara retreated, in no hurry this time. They’d finished with 
Steed for the time being and they’d released him. 

She made her cautious way to the car and drove back to the city, even 
passing the Jag on her way. When the sports car stopped in front of the Tate 
Gallery, she waited only long enough for the Jag to pull away and for Steed to 
remove the sleep mask. Then she pulled up and invited him in. He sank onto 
the seat beside her. 

“What happened?” he asked. 

She told him about the maid. “You owe me ten bob, Steed.” 

“You shall have it, my dear. I didn’t quite know what to make of it when 
they brought the girl in. I thought it might be you. But she was identified as a 
maid hired only that morning and they let her go. She claimed she used karate 
on two of the men. She seemed to know something about it when they 
questioned her.” 

“She did, by way of her boyfriend. I chopped one man, and put another to 
sleep with the sleeper hold. Now when do we leave for the moon?” 

“Day after tomorrow. Better get away from here in case someone cruises by 
out of curiosity. I can pick up the Bentley later.” 


She turned the car into traffic. “I’m going with you,” she announced. 

“Of course,” he agreed. “Bring twenty thousand pounds, please.” 

“The Ministry can afford it.” 

“England can't,” he said. “What do you want to do, destroy the financial 
condition of the Ministry and set His Nibs on the warpath?” 

*P m going anyway. I insist. I’m not like Mrs. Pingree, content to let Mr. 
Pingree go off by himself and face nobody knows what sort of danger.” 

Steed said, “I'd welcome you along, to be sure. At that, I might be able to 
persuade them. Yes, I rather think I might.” He suddenly remembered the 
medallion he’d looped around his neck and he quickly removed it and looked 
at it. 

“This is supposed to allow them to keep in touch with everything I do. If, 
by some miracle... and they seem capable of pulling them off... they can hear 
us now, we shall likely be blown to bits in the next minute or two.” He put it 
back around his neck. 

“Should I drive out of traffic, do you think?” she asked in an alarmed voice. 

“T think it’s a fake. I think it’s used to intimidate those who haven’t paid in 
their hundred thousand pounds, so they won’t talk about the matter. Once 
they’re paid up, they’ ve too much to lose by talking.” 

“But you did say the man who was blown up wore one.” 

“Yes, so he did, but the explosion may have leveled the flimsy building and 
sent his hat careening upwards, but it didn’t blow the medallion from around 
his neck with such violence there was nothing left of him. I think the man 
merely entered the building by one door, placed an explosive device there, 
walked out another door and left the scene. If m wrong, I can't say happy 
landings because there won’t be enough of us left to land anywhere.” 

“I do enjoy your company, Steed, you're so everlastingly cheerful.” 

“Did you learn anything concrete, like where they’d taken me?” 

“To a motel four miles this side of Heathrow. I think the No Vacancy sign 
is always lit, even though most of the units aren’t being used except by 
members of the organisation. The maid was hired to make up beds and dust. 
She was the only one for forty-odd units, so you can see they couldn’t have 
expected her to take care of all of them.” 

“You’re probably right. I wasn’t in any danger, though I was quite pleased 
you were close by. I didn’t know how close or I might have worried.” 

“I saw a man step out the rear door of the unit you were in,” she said. 

“What did he look like?” Steed asked quickly. “He must have been the man 
in charge. I wasn’t permitted to see him and when they asked me to identify 
the girl he must have stepped outside.” 

“He was a tall, rather slim shadow. That’s all I can tell you. I was too far off 
and the darkness was too complete. I could never identify him, nor would I 
recognize his shadowy form again. At least, I don’t think I could.” 

“T rather think we’ll meet him eventually,” Steed prophesied. “Let’s pick up 
the Bentley now and go back to the Pingrees’. I’ve got to rest for my journey 


to the moon. I wonder how they'll pull that. Imagine!” 
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Violet Pingree was seated in the drawing room nodding over a book when 
Steed and Tara entered. She blinked her eyes and shook her head, forcing 
herself to come awake. 

‘Tm so glad you're back,” she said. “Wellesley is sound asleep—talking 
again about this foolishness of a trip to the moon. The poor boy is worn out... 
completely worn out. I do hope all this will soon stop.” 

“Little question about it,” Steed told her. 

“T m exhausted as well. May I be excused?” 

“Of course,” Tara said. “Would you care for a glass of warm milk? PI 
gladly heat it for you.” 

“I should be delighted. I sent the maids off to bed long ago. Oh, I'm 
dreadfully upset. Poor Wellesley. He seems to be carrying the weight of the 
world on his shoulders and they're not very wide or very strong.” 

“Stronger than you believe,” Steed said. “Run along now.” 

Tara prepared the milk, carried it upstairs and then returned to the drawing 
room where she curled up in a corner on one of the brocaded divans. 

“Steed, do you actually think they'll take you on a trip to the moon?” 

*They took Pingree somewhere and he swears it was to the moon. The 
man's not a romanticist. He was convinced it was the moon.” 

“Do you think it possible that that sphere was able to take off, go to the 
moon and return so fast?” 

“Its an age of scientific achievements and marvels, my dear. I wouldn't 
care to wager on anything these days.” 

“But... to the moon! It’s absurd. The Americans and the Russians have 
already spent billions in a race to get there first. Yet someone... a crook 
certainly... has already been there and back more than once? I don’t buy it, 
Steed.” 

“Don’t be too hasty,” he warned. 

“What will they do with it? Why do they make it so expensive?” 

“If they have reached the moon, the cost to a passenger is trivial. They 
intend to mine it and to establish a colony there so when the Americans and 
the Russians do come floating down in their capsules, they’ll be told it will be 
necessary for their respective countries to pay tribute. Oh, it’s a splendid idea, 
if it’s true. I don’t know what we shall do if they land us there....” 

“Likely we’ll join them because they must be a whole lot smarter than we 
are, Steed. It would be fun to explore....” 

The sudden ringing of the doorbell startled them, breaking off further 
conversation. Steed hesitated no more than a moment, for there seemed to be 
nothing to do but answer it. He motioned Tara to remain where she was and 
he moved briskly to open the front door. 


A little man with white hair—obviously a great deal of it, for he was hatless 
—and a rather unattractive girl stood there. The girl suddenly wound her arms 
around Steed’s neck and kissed him. At the same time, the little man gripped 
Steed’s hand and pumped it furiously. 

The girl settled the mystery. “Cousin Wellesley, you are much younger 
than I anticipated. And so handsome. It’s good to meet you at last.” 

“Old boy,” the little man said, “I’m Violet’s Uncle Alec, and this is my 
daughter Maud. We had a spot of trouble and thought we’d pop in. I hope you 
don’t mind.” 

Steed heard Tara approach, drawn by the voices. The real Maud Cameron 
uttered a shrill cry of astonishment and quickly engulfed Tara in a hug. 

“My dear Cousin Violet,” she said, “how do you stay so young?” 

“Remarkable,” Uncle Alec added, regarding Tara. “Most remarkable. It’s 
been years, but you seem far younger today than you were the last time I saw 
you.” 

“Don’t be deceived,” Tara said uncertainly. “I... had my face lifted and my 
hair dyed. My teeth are still my own, fortunately. Uncle Alec, you look very 
well.” 

“T really shouldn’t look well at all, you know. We’ve had a very strange 
experience these past several days,’ Alec said. “Some men with official 
papers and a great deal of silence led us away from our home and installed us 
in another house somewhere in Shropshire. They said it was for our own 
protection. But we grew quite restive, so to speak.” 

“We walked out this morning,’ Maud explained, “and came directly here, 
for we’d been questioned about you and we thought perhaps you might be 
able to tell us... I can't get over how young you are, Cousin Wellesley. And so 
noble-looking.” 

“Hear, hear,” Tara said, regarding Steed appraisingly. 

“And you, Cousin Violet... amazing, just amazing. I was only five when I 
last saw you, yet I never once thought of you as beautiful.” 

“Hmmm,” Steed said, his smile smug. “Dear Maud, if you don’t stop, I fear 
we shall both become quite embarrassed by your high praise.” 

Tara took Steed’s arm firmly. “My dear,” she said, “there are sounds 
upstairs from your bedroom. I asked you several times to see to it about 
having the rats eliminated by professionals.” 

“Rats?” Maud asked in horror. 

“A wave of them,” Steed said. “Can’t rid the house of the beggars. 
Sometimes they bite. Had a maidservant hospitalized the other day. Big as 
cats. We’re thinking of moving out and letting the exterminators take charge 
until the horrible things are gotten rid of.” 

Maud let out a little cry of dismay. “I’m terrified of them. They’re 
loathsome things.” 

“They are indeed,” Steed said, nodding somber agreement. “I suggest you 
check into a hotel. As our guests, because I’m certainly obligated to care for 


my dear relatives. Shall we make it the Savoy? And leave at once?” 

“Thank you,” Uncle Alec said over his shoulder, for he was already leading 
Maud down the walk. 

“Sooner than that,” Tara whispered to Steed. “I think Wellesley is up and 
stirring.” 

Tara’s car was parked in front of the house. Steed caught up with Wellesley 
and Maud, grasped her hand and led them directly to the parking oval and 
Tara’s car. He helped them inside, waved a farewell to Tara, got behind the 
wheel and only started breathing normally again when they were on their way. 
He checked them into the hotel and promptly drove away, stating he had an 
important business appointment. His next stop was at a telephone box where 
he called His Nibs at a private number. 

“General,” he said, “it was my understanding that Alec and Maud Cameron 
were to be held in custody until this matter is finished.” 

“We have them properly installed in a small Shropshire inn, Major.” 

“On the contrary, I have them installed at the Savoy. They showed up 
tonight and mistook me for Wellesley and Tara for Violet. I got them away 
before our identity could be revealed to the Pingrees. His wife knows who we 
are, of course, but Pingree does not, and should he find out he’ll very likely 
give the show away. Can you keep the Camerons so busy they won’t have 
time to visit the Pingree household?” 

“TIl send some experts on London to take them about. They’ll be told 
Pingree and Violet were suddenly called away on business—an emergency of 
sorts—and gave orders their relatives were to be entertained until they return. 
How does that strike you?” 

“Well enough. They could seriously complicate matters.” 

“How’s it coming, Major?” 

“Day after tomorrow I leave for the moon.” 

“Really.” His Nibs sounded unimpressed. “Have a nice trip.” 

“It’s going to cost the exchequer twenty thousand pounds. I shall have to 
withdraw it tomorrow. Will you see it’s placed in an account in the name of 
Alec Cameron?” 

“Steed, have you gone mad? Twenty thousand pounds...!” 

“Before I’m done, it will run to a hundred thousand, sir, so you might as 
well get the whole amount there. I may have need of it sooner than I think.” 

“What will you use all that cash for, may I ask?” 

“You pay your twenty thousand and you get a trip to the moon. You pay 
thirty for the second trip, at which time you are given a deed to ten thousand 
acres of craters, extinct volcanoes and... perhaps a maid on the moon, sir? 
Cheerio.” 

There was a strange car in the parking oval at the Pingree residence when 
Steed returned. He parked, losing no time getting inside. He found Tara, still 
dressed, and Pingree, in rumpled pajamas and a brocaded silk robe, 
entertaining a tall, dark-haired man with a ready smile and warm handshake. 


“This is Cregmore Tebbett,” Tara explained. “He came to visit Uncle 
Wellesley and discuss his first trip to the moon. Oh yes, they’ve confided in 
me.” 

Steed sat down. “I went for a ride so I might think things over. I’m frank to 
admit I’m both doubtful about this journey and afraid of it.” 

“T tell you it is a journey to the moon,” Pingree insisted. “How could I be 
wrong, having been there twice? I saw what I saw, old boy, and it was 
wonderful. Well, in a rather bleak sort of way, but it is the moon all right and 
no doubt about it. I might add, there is little danger.” 

‘Tm intrigued,” Tebbett admitted. “And scared too. Pm a Canadian, I like 
adventure, but this is something I never contemplated. Rather expensive too.” 

“Think of the profits,” Pingree said, intent on selling the project. 

“I have,” Tebbett admitted. “I understand you're leaving on the next trip, 
Mr. Cameron.” 

*P m scheduled,” Steed said. “Wellesley, I simply can’t leave Maud behind. 
Do you think it would be possible for her to go along?” 

Pingree looked thoughtful. “I don’t see why not, though of course I don’t 
make the decisions. The sphere can certainly accommodate all of us. I’m 
going too, you see. Have to think of some excuse to tell Violet. She’s growing 
more and more upset at my absences.” 

“We’ll be gone too,” Tara said, “so you might tell her the three of us are 
going away on a matter of business.” 

“First rate—excellent,” Pingree said happily. “That is, if they let you go.” 

Steed said, “Pll put forty thousand in the newspaper tomorrow with a 
message. If Maud wishes to come along, I can do no less than try to see to it. 
And pay for it.” 

Tebbett closed his eyes dreamily. “I hope I’m there when the Russians and 
Americans land. It will be worth all that money to see their faces when we 
walk up to them and tell them the moon isn’t theirs. It should create 
something of a sensation on earth, don’t you think?” 

“Indeed,” Steed said. “Uncle Wellesley, do you simply step out of this 
space vehicle and wander around the moon?” 

“Just about.” 

“What about atmospheric pressure, lack of oxygen?” Tara asked. 

“All taken care of. We wear glass globes over our heads and breathe 
oxygen and a mixture of other gases that not only support life, but prevent the 
buoyancy—the floating in space—ordinary astronauts would suffer. Except 
for the pressure suit and the helmet, it’s no different than walking on earth, 
except that the terrain is rather rough. I must confess it doesn’t look like 
much, but it is the moon.” 

“Look like much?” Tebbett sighed. “Just to be there! Who cares what it 
looks like? I shall thoroughly enjoy it. Are we permitted to bring back 
samples?” 

“This trip, yes. Each of us will be allowed to remove a small portion. 


Imagine—we’ ll bring part of the moon back to earth while great nations spend 
billions still struggling along, experimenting, and it will be a long time before 
they land anyone there....” 

“Sometimes,” Tebbett said, “I think l’ m dreaming.” 

Tara got up. “That’s what I intend to do right now. Good night, gentlemen. 
See you on the moon.” 


8 


Tara, Pingree and Tebbett rode in the back seat of the limousine. Steed sat in 
front, his umbrella lying across his lap. The three were blindfolded with sleep 
masks, but neither Steed nor Tara had any doubts as to where they were 
going. Steed could have almost told the driver just where he was at any 
particular moment. 

They made the turn onto the bumpy dirt road and then the sharp turn to the 
right. Tara wondered if they’d be forced to remain blindfolded until after the 
sphere took off, or whatever it was it did. She couldn’t imagine how they 
could handle it otherwise; but when the car stopped, the driver told them they 
could now remove the masks. 

They stepped out of the car, lined up and gazed in awe at the black metal 
sphere before them. It wasn’t large, but it could easily hold the four of them. 
Steed wondered if anyone else was going along. He recalled the man he’d met 
in the motel unit and wondered if he’d also be a passenger. 

So far, only the driver who’d brought them was present. If there were 
others, they must be inside one of the two medium-sized buildings that looked 
like large barns. The driver walked to the what-seemed-to-be-solid wall of the 
metal sphere and touched some invisible electrical contact which set a small 
motor whirring to life, and a section of the sphere wall slowly let down like a 
curved gangplank. 

The driver, a solemn-looking man of about fifty, gave them their orders. 
“You will go aboard now. Make yourselves comfortable. It may be some time 
til takeoff. There are sandwiches and thermoses of tea and hot soup aboard, 
but remember it must last you for approximately two days. We cannot carry 
much in the way of supplies.” 

“Are you coming with us?” Tebbett asked. 

“No, sir. The four of you will travel alone. Your instructions will be given 
by radio and you must obey every one of them without the slightest deviation. 
Remember, we are pioneering these voyages and we must take extreme 
precautions. Very well—please go aboard now.” 

They filed up the gangplank to find themselves inside the antiseptically 
clean sphere. There were six contour chairs supplied with thick leather belts. 
A storage space, with the door tightly closed, had been built into the sphere. 
Tebbett was the last man aboard; and as he stepped in, the gangplank began to 
close slowly until it settled into place with a slight clicking sound, followed 
by the whir of another motor that obviously assisted in sealing the capsule. 

“Welcome aboard the ship which made the first voyage to the moon.” The 
voice which addressed them came from two small speakers set into the wall. 
“While I will not take this trip with you, I am still captain of the spacecraft 
and you will obey my orders explicitly. We are in two-way contact and will 


continue to be during the entire journey. Are there any questions?” 

The voice had an eerie, echo-chamber effect, meant either as a disguise or 
to impress. 

“When do we depart?” Tara asked. “And may I express my gratitude for 
being allowed to go along?” 

“We’re happy to have you, Miss Cameron. You will be the first woman to 
set foot on the moon. You will make history when we land.” 

“T only want to make it back to earth,” Tara said somewhat nervously. 

The voice chuckled. “Next time you will be eager to go. However, your 
concern is understandable. By the time you return, it will be entirely gone and 
you'll be a full-fledged astronaut.” 

“Thank you,” Tara said dutifully. 

“There will be no further transmission until five minutes before the 
spaceship takes off. Settle down, provide yourselves with reading matter for 
the journey. You will find it where the commissary is set up. Take food to the 
chairs you select. It will be about an hour before takeoff.” 

There was a click and the radio went dead. Tara selected copies of Vogue 
and Elle and added a paperback novel thick enough to last the voyage. She 
took a thermos of tea, one of soup and two sandwiches. She set these on the 
floor beside the chair she chose. Steed duplicated everything she’d done; he 
was followed by Tebbett. Pingree, now an old hand at this, waited until last. 

“The time passes rapidly,” he said. “Except for the jolt at takeoff and the 
landing on the moon, it’s not much different than right now.” 

“No floating?” Tebbett asked. 

“The vehicle is expertly pressurized,” Pingree explained. “If we’re hit by a 
meteorite, the damage will be instantly sealed by a substance incorporated 
into the skin of the vehicle. If the pressure apparatus fails, another 
automatically takes over. We’re quite safe, I assure you.” 

“Its like one’s first airplane ride,” Tebbett said. “You get aboard and 
realize that now there’s nothing you can do about it, so you settle down and 
enjoy yourself.” 

‘Tm a bit nervous myself,” Steed admitted. “In an aeroplane you can get 
off before it takes to the air, but I don’t see how you can leave this... whatever 
it is.” 

The hour stretched to thirty minutes more. Once they heard faint sounds, as 
if from someone on top of the sphere, but no further word came from the 
speakers. 

“I hope we reach the moon while it’s full,” Tara said. “I’d hate to find only 
a crescent moon there.” 

“Up there,” Pingree said, with his new-found authority granted him by 
experience, “the moon is always full. You’ Il be amazed.” 

“Nobody up there?” Tara asked, with just the right shading of delicious 
horror. 

“We have seen no one,” Pingree assured her. “Others have made 


explorations some distance from the landing site and have found no traces of 
any living organism.” 

They grew silent, sensing that things were about to happen. The speakers 
clicked loudly and the same voice came over. 

“Mr. Pingree will now take over.” 

Pingree spoke authoritatively, enjoying his feeling of command. “You will 
now please take your seats and strap yourselves in tightly. The takeoff is 
sometimes rather violent. Hold against your persons the food and thermos 
bottles and reading matter, or they will be scattered all over the spaceship. 
There will be one severe jolt. You will immediately experience the sensation 
of being rapidly lifted. At that time you will be traveling at only sixteen 
hundred miles an hour. Five minutes later, that will be increased to a velocity 
so far unheard of. I assure you, there will be no danger. Hold on now—and 
good luck.” 

They strapped themselves down tightly, braced their bodies and waited. 
Steed was no less nervous than the others and he didn’t believe, for a moment, 
they were on their way to the moon; but the atmosphere, the smoothly clever 
arrangements, the mere possibility, made it impossible not to feel a cold fear. 
He clutched the food and his umbrella to him and braced himself. 

There was a sudden loud whine, filling the sphere with so much sound their 
ears rang with it. This grew louder and shriller. It could be coming from the 
speakers, but it was also possible there was some sort of powerful engine 
attached to the sphere somewhere. 

The whine actually irritated them, made them wish they could clap their 
hands to their ears; but if they did, everything they had been instructed to hold 
tightly would drop to the floor. 

Then there was a terrific jerk. They seemed to have been shot off the 
ground in a most violent manner. The sphere trembled and shook at first. They 
did experience the feeling of mild semi-weightlessness and, at the same time, 
the sensation of climbing. The constant engine whine added to the confusion 
in their minds. Then, as suddenly as it began, the whine was cut off and the 
sphere was as silent as the moon itself must be. 

Pingree gave them a sickly smile. “It was rather severe, wasn’t it? But 
we're in space already. It’s safe to remove the belts.” 

“Not until that voice tells us to,’ Tara said. “This is no place to take 
chances, but I would like to get up soon to find out if there’s anything left to 
my spine. I think I shall collapse like a wet paper sack.” 

“Miss Cameron,” the radio voice assured her, “you were not in the least 
injured. We hope, one day, to correct the violence of the takeoff, but that’s a 
minor point at this moment. You may free the safety belts now, arise, and 
move about just as if you were on earth.” 

“Is there any way we can look out?” Tebbett asked. 

‘Tm sorry, Mr. Tebbett. We haven't solved that problem yet. Every 
transparent substance we tried was disintegrated on takeoff. Besides, windows 


could be dangerous if struck by meteorites.” 

“How long to touchdown?” Steed asked. 

“About seven hours from now. You are traveling at an incredible speed, my 
friends. There is nothing further to do now except read or chat. Remember, 
you are perfectly safe.” 

“Says the gentleman on the ground,” Tara remarked with a light, nervous 
laugh. 

The radio clicked off. Steed got to his feet and discovered he could walk 
about the limited space with no trouble. The others followed, but there was 
nowhere to go, so they resumed their chairs. 

“What do you think, Father?” Tara asked Steed. “Will we really step out 
onto the surface of the moon?” 

“Cousin Maud, I’ve told you again and again, we shall do exactly that,” 
Pingree interrupted, somewhat irritably. 

“My dear,” Steed said, “we’ve been promised a trip to the moon and 
certainly we are going somewhere. I find it as difficult to believe as you, but at 
this stage of the game why should they lie to us?” 

“Exactly how I feel,’ Tebbett announced. “So I’m here, locked in this 
thing. I can’t do anything about it so. I’m going to have some lunch and go to 
sleep.” 

Pingree also closed his eyes and rested. It was impossible for Tara and 
Steed to discuss anything frankly. They had few doubts but that every word 
spoken in this ship was relayed to avid listeners. 

The soup was delicious, the tea hot and strong, the sandwiches apparently 
fashioned by one of the better restaurants. Sated with food, Tara closed her 
eyes. There seemed to be an elusive humming sound. It didn’t come from the 
speaker system, but from outside the sphere. It wasn’t disturbing; rather, it 
made her drowsy. She looked over at Steed and he seemed to be asleep. That 
was just before she fought against closing her eyelids and lost. Her last 
thought was that either the humming sound was hypnotic or there’d been a 
sedative in the food. 
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“All sleepy-heads wake up!” the speakers blared at them. 

Tara half fell off the chair and Steed had to reach out to steady her. She sat 
up with a bewildered look that quickly turned to one of apprehension. 

“Are we there?” she asked. 

The radio voice answered that. “Almost. The main thrusting power will be 
cut off in a few moments. You will feel the sensation of dropping, but you are 
perfectly safe. We do not use jets on this craft. Everything is done in a new 
and secret manner. You may expect to feel as if you have been suddenly cut 
loose, there will be the down-drifting sensation and then a shock as you land. 
Again, you must strap yourself tightly. I would suggest you go about it now.” 

They obeyed without the slightest question or argument. 

“Mr. Pingree,” the voice said, “is everyone properly safeguarded? I ask you 
because you are the veteran of the expedition.” 

Pingree looked about with authority in his glance, pleased with his 
importance. “All shipshape, sir,” he reported. *We're quite ready.” 

“Good. The thrusting engines are now about to be cut off.” 

The whine came on again, its intensity not quite as high, but it seemed to 
fill the sphere as if the sound was actually made of solid substance. It pressed 
on them, irritating them once more. 

When it was cut off, they had the weird feeling of floating through space 
without any propulsion whatsoever. 

The radio voice came on with a chuckle. “Rather weird, isn’t it? Are you 
enjoying yourself, Mr. Tebbett?” 

“T m too scared to call it enjoyment,” Tebbett replied. “But I wouldn't have 
missed this for the world.” 

“In twenty seconds you will land. Pll begin the countdown at ten. Brace 
yourselves.” 

There was a brief pause and the voice began counting from ten backwards. 
At zero, the sphere seemed to strike something quite hard and it trembled 
frighteningly, but it was over in seconds more. None of the passengers moved. 

The radio voice came back on. “Not so bad now, was it? Congratulations, 
you are now on the moon. I have some important instructions. You will open 
the steel door of the storage compartment where you will find helmets and 
space suits. You will help one another get into these. Note that each suit has a 
small cylinder on the back. That is your air, in highly concentrated form. 
There is sufficient to last exactly thirty minutes. That is as much time as you 
will have on the moon this trip. Your second visit will be much longer. Now 
please put on your space suits.” 

Pingree, still acting like the captain of the ship, dragged out the suits and 
helmets. Steed stood directly behind Tara, pulling up the zipper on the all- 


encompassing, heavy canvas suit which seemed to have a coating of a silvery 
metal. 

“If this is the moon,” he whispered, “Ill have to eat it because I don’t 
believe a word of what we’re being told.” 

He allowed her to help him. Then he secured her helmet in place, screwing 
and clamping it down tightly. When Steed’s was in place, he found that the 
mysterious air contained in the eerily small cylinder on the back of each suit 
had a faint aroma of roses. It was, at least, not unpleasant. 

With the helmets fastened, they could hear nothing. Soon Pingree waved 
his arms for attention and motioned them to approach one section of the 
sphere where he pulled down a small door to reveal wires and plugs which 
could be fitted to the headpieces. At once they heard the hum of the radio. 

“All hooked up?” the now-familiar voice asked. “Splendid. The door will 
now open and you will file out for your first contact with the surface of the 
moon. I know, except for Mr. Pingree, you’ve been highly skeptical and I 
can’t blame you for that. But the impossible is now about to happen. When I 
give the word, detach the radio plugs, file out and explore as much as you 
wish. I’m sorry this is the dark side of the planet, but there will be sufficient 
light and there are electric torches in the supply cabinet for those who wish 
them. Please, do not wander far. Not more than fifty steps in any direction 
from the sphere. The temperature outside your suits will be minus two 
hundred and fifteen. You will feel no change in temperature yourselves. 
Ready now, you skeptics? Detach the radio plugs and take your first step on 
the moon.” 

The gangplank door began to lower itself. They promptly detached the 
radio plugs. The men stepped aside, out of courtesy to Tara, though she 
sincerely wished they were not so polite. She walked down the gangplank. 
Her feet touched solid ground. Someone shot the beam of a powerful light 
ahead of her to reveal a surface that was black and rough. 

The beam lifted and followed the sharp incline of what seemed to be a 
small mountain, perhaps two miles away. Otherwise, the surface was flat. The 
beam moved to the left and picked out another distant mountain peak. Steed, 
who was manipulating the light, promptly began moving away from the 
sphere, counting his steps as he did so. He now had a healthy respect for any 
advice that had reached them over the loudspeakers. 

He shone the light in all directions, and what he saw seemed to be an exact 
duplicate of the photographs taken on the surface of the moon and published 
in various newspapers and periodicals. 

There were the small craters and, undoubtedly, many huge ones, if they had 
the time to hunt them. The jagged peaks in the distance had the appearance of 
having been there since the beginning of time. While they could hear nothing, 
because of their helmets, it did seem that there was also an absolute silence. 

Tara stood beside him and reached for his gauntleted hand. She clung to it, 
and when he turned the light her way he could see her eyes widened in open 


fear. 

He knelt down to examine the surface closely. It was hard as flint, it looked 
like ancient lava or meteorite material that had crashed so heavily it had 
incorporated itself into the surface. He tried to get some of the substance free, 
but it was much too hard. Someone rapped smartly on his helmet and he 
peered up to see Pingree pointing to his wrist watch. It seemed as if they’d 
been on the moon not more than a few seconds, but the allotted thirty minutes 
must be up. 

Steed arose and shone the light in every direction. Tebbett, similarly armed 
with a light, joined his ray to Steed’s and they sprayed the area until they’d 
completed a circle. There seemed to be only the nearby peaks, this fearfully 
monotonous level area where they stood, and nothing else. Not a trace of 
vegetation, not a blade of grass. Nothing moved. If eternity existed, this was 
it. Steed shuddered and when Pingree rapped his helmet again, he nodded and 
moved back toward the sphere. 

They filed aboard and the gangplank promptly closed. Pingree signaled 
they could now remove the helmets and suits. Tebbett was the first to be free 
of them. 

“And I,” he said remorsefully, “was silly enough to doubt. Gentlemen, Miss 
Cameron, we have been on the moon! I have no illusions concerning it.” 

Steed helped Tara out of the suit and worked his way free of his own. 
Pingree, already rid of his, waited patiently until they were no longer 
encumbered. He was holding a small white sack. 

“I gathered a few samples of the moon’s surface,” he announced. “Each of 
you may have a bit of it as a souvenir.” 

Steed examined the rough, sharp-edged ounce or two of black substance. It 
was very heavy for its size and seemed as hard as a diamond. 

“I wonder if there’d be any objections to having an analysis made of this 
back on earth?” he asked. 

“No, Mr. Cameron,” the radio voice replied, proving that whoever was at 
the other end monitored all that was said in the sphere. “You may have any 
laboratory test it. They’ll find it’s a fusion of several metals, some as common 
as iron and zinc, but there are more than traces of far rarer ones. I won’t 
comment any further. Find out for yourselves. Please stand by for takeoff in 
ten minutes. It will be much as it was from earth—perhaps a bit smoother 
because of the difference in atmospheric conditions, but you'll feel it. Again, 
I’m sorry about that. The journey back is long, so prepare yourselves with 
more food and drink. I will announce when to strap yourself in.” 

Tara said, “I don’t know what to think. 'd be more satisfied if we landed in 
daylight so I could really see something, but.. it certainly looked like the 
pictures of the moon I’ve seen. One thing’s for certain—you couldn’t sell me 
any real estate here—not to build on.” 

Pingree said, “The next space trip will finish in daylight, my dear. I've been 
here in the light and it’s marvelous. Weird, scary, but just as substantial as the 


earth.” 

The warning came in a few moments and they obediently fastened the 
heavy belts. The same whining filled the sphere, there was the same powerful 
thrust or jerk, followed by the identical sensation of being lifted rapidly, 
When the whining was at an end, it was just like the trip from earth—silent, 
smooth, uneventful. 

Once more they chattered, but only briefly, for the same hum seemed to lull 
them and they fell asleep. Steed was the last to drift off, but he willingly let 
himself go because there was really nothing else to do. 

They were aroused by the radio voice and they came instantly awake. 

“You are now almost at the end of the voyage. May I remind you to take 
the same precautions against a hard landing? And please prepare yourselves 
for a repeat journey in three days. Tomorrow morning, each of you, with the 
exception of Mr. Pingree, of course, will go to the same bank and make the 
same informal deposit of thirty thousand pounds each, wrapped in a copy of 
The Times and placed in the wastebasket.” 

“T will arrange that for myself and my daughter,” Steed said. 

“T have the cash ready,” Tebbett announced. 

“Very good. The second visit will be longer and you will see far more; you 
will be permitted to select the acreage promised. Then you will pay the 
remaining part of the one hundred thousand pounds each. I hope none of you 
are skeptical any longer. If you are, there’s not much more I can do to 
convince you.” 

“I know I’ve been there,” Tara said. 

“And I,” Tebbett added quickly. 

“Mr. Cameron?” 

Steed answered the radio voice a bit more cautiously. “I saw what looked 
like the surface of the moon. I have experienced what I believe to have been a 
journey to the moon. If I retain any doubts, they are small ones and will likely 
vanish at the second trip.” 

“Fine, Mr. Cameron. You will have your opportunity. Now there is one 
other matter. This does not apply to Mr. Pingree, who has gone through with 
his instructions, carrying them out with excellent efficiency. However, you 
others are to wear the medallions which have already been given you. Please 
do not doubt their effectiveness. I am compelled to order, not beg, each of you 
to say nothing about this journey to anyone, no matter how trustworthy you 
may consider him. Secrecy is of the utmost importance; and if it is violated, 
we shall have to take the necessary steps to remove those who grow even a 
little careless. I dislike having to make such a threat, but it is obviously 
necessary.” 

“Agreed,” Tebbett said stoutly. 

“Then resume your chairs, fix your belts, and prepare for the landing. There 
will be a brief period before you will be allowed to leave. The same limousine 
will be waiting. You will not hear from me again until the second voyage. 


Thank you very much and good night.” 

The landing was bumpy, almost painfully so, but the sphere steadied itself 
and nobody was injured. They freed themselves of the safety belts and stood 
silently waiting. Pingree studied his watch from time to time and finally took 
command. 

“We will affix our sleep masks in the car, please. After the third trip, you 
will no longer need them.” 

“Well, Pingree,” Steed said, “you seem to have become the captain of the 
ship.” 

“Exactly, Uncle Alec. I have paid my way into membership and have so 
much at stake, I have to be trusted. You others will share that trust with me 
soon. Please... the masks... over your heads and ready to be drawn down to 
cover your eyes as soon as we get into the car.” 

They did as they were told, felt the cool air of earth on their faces and filed 
out to the car; there the seating arrangements were exactly as they had been 
before. They drew the masks down and settled back. 

The car whisked them to the city, made one stop where Tebbett left the 
party, and then Steed, Tara and Pingree were driven to Pingree’s home. 

After they heard the car drive away, Pingree gave the word to remove the 
masks. They were on the pavement, not in the parking area. Pingree explained 
that. 

“Violet has a habit of rushing out when she hears a car and it wouldn’t do if 
she saw you wearing sleep masks. It wouldn’t do at all.” 

Steed hoped Violet’s confidence and trust in him wouldn’t waver and that 
she’d not question him regarding their absence. 
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“I” Tara said, “don’t believe it. I awoke this morning thinking P'd had a 
dream, but it was more than that, of course. Yet I will not believe we have 
been to the surface of the moon and back.” 

Steed, behind the wheel of the Bentley, drove carefully through the busy 
traffic, reducing to a minimum the risk of getting the venerable car scratched. 

“We went aboard some sort of aircraft,” he said. “You must admit we left 
the ground.” 

“Must I? I didn’t see anything.” 

“The feeling of being airborne was there. And no matter—when we stepped 
out of the sphere, where were we if not on the moon? Where, in all the world, 
is there a terrain that looked like what we saw?” 

“They fake them in the films,” Tara insisted. 

“Quite true and perhaps you're right, but it’s been promised we land in 
daylight next trip.” 

“Do you actually believe that?” 

“Up to a couple of hundred thousand pounds of the Exchequer’s money. 
Now if you don’t wish to come along, perhaps I can save England a few 
pounds. But no —they’d not permit that. You wear one of those medallions; 
and if you push away from the project, that move will be instrumental in 
doing a great deal of damage—to your very attractive self.” 

“Of course I’m going along,” she said. “Now drop me at any large store. 
I'll change to my new identity and go to my new job. Be certain you look 
about in the bank for me. I want you to see what I look like as a platinum 
blonde.” 

Steed nodded. “It’s working well, for us at least. If we are being followed— 
and I don’t doubt but that we are—your going into the department store will 
be quite normal, while I drive around to the bank and wait for it to open.” 

He pulled to the kerb and let her out. She joined the crowd of women 
pressing to enter the just-opened store. Steed made a few futile attempts to 
learn if he was being followed, but he didn’t dare overdo it for fear of 
revealing the fact he was suspicious. He drove to the bank and went directly 
inside. 

He drew out the sixty thousand in large bills. He had provided himself with 
a copy of The Times and he stepped to the proper table where he inserted the 
money in the folds of the newspaper. He was compelled to wait while a fussy 
little man counted his withdrawal twice. 

Steed had a good look at the attractive blonde with the large glasses behind 
one window. Their eyes met for a mere second, but neither showed the 
slightest recognition. He dropped the extremely valuable newspaper in the 
basket and made his way outside. In the car he removed his bowler, brushed 


back his hair and replaced the hat. During those few seconds, he’d lowered a 
tiny radio speaker from the inside band. It couldn’t be seen from three feet 
away. 

Tara, in her glasses and the platinum blonde wig, kept busy in the teller’s 
cage, but never so busy that she couldn’t keep her eyes on the wastebasket. 
She’d not have long to wait, she realized, because no one was going to leave 
sixty thousand pounds lying about in a wastebasket any longer than absolutely 
necessary. 

A man with a large manila envelope made his way briskly to the table 
where he proceeded to open the envelope and remove various documents 
which he studied intently. 

Tara’s lips barely moved. The busy bank employees around her couldn’t 
hear the whisper, but it was picked up clearly by the microphone pressed 
against her throat under the protection of the high-necked dress she wore. 

“Stand by, old boy,” she said. *There's a likely one at the table and he 
looks somewhat familiar, though I can’t place him. He’s fussing with a lot of 
papers. Now he’s crumpled one and thrown it into the basket. Aha.. it seems 
he wasn’t supposed to discard that bit of paper so he’s fishing in the 
wastebasket now. Yes... he’s lifted the newspaper. It just went into the manila 
envelope and now he seems to have completed his business at the bank. Have 
a nice chase, Steed.” 

In the Bentley, Steed watched the bank entrance without appearing to do so. 
The man Tara had described sauntered across the pavement, well identified by 
the bulging manila envelope under his arm. 

Steed spoke in the same manner as Tara, giving no visible evidence of it, 
and she received his message by way of a tiny speaker hidden beneath the 
blond wig. 

“T m hardly surprised you didn’t recognize the gentleman because he’s not 
supposed to be of this earth any longer—not even of the moon. He's the chap 
who was supposedly blown to smithereens the other day. The one with the 
Tyrolean hat. He’s getting into an Austin now and he’s looking about. Of 
course he recognized me, but if he thinks I’m going to follow him he'll have 
to think again. Fletcher is going to do that.” 

The supposedly dead man waited for a break in traffic, pulled out and kept a 
steady course due north. Although he watched very carefully by means of his 
rear view mirrors, he saw no signs of anyone following him; certainly the man 
he knew as Alex Cameron wasn’t. That ancient car was as conspicuous as a 
motor launch cruising around Piccadilly Circus. 

Yet he had orders and they were to detect pursuit if possible and avoid it at 
all costs, so he put into motion every evasive tactic he knew. Within twenty 
minutes Fletcher was completely confused and gave up the chase. 

Steed waited until he received a signal from Tara and then he drove back to 
the same department store where he’d dropped her. She emerged with an 
armful of packages which she must have accumulated in a surprisingly short 


time. 

“Everything quite all right?” she asked. 

“Far as I know. Fletcher took off after the man who rose from the dead.” 

“I shouldn't wonder he did when all he had to do was enter the bank and 
pick up ninety thousand pounds.” 

“What about Tebbett?” 

“He arrived just before you did. In fact, he was at the doors when they 
opened. I ducked when he came in because I wasn’t sure of that wig and just 
how much good the glasses were doing. Did you like me as a platinum blond, 
Steed?” 

“You were a stunner,” he said. “The dead man must have taken Tebbett’s 
donation at the same time he accepted ours.” 

“I presume so, though before I left the bank... incidentally, the management 
tried to induce me to take a steady job. How do you like that?” 

“Not much. What were you about to say in connection with Tebbett’s 
money?” 

“Oh, yes... I managed to have a look for myself in the basket. It contained a 
copy of this morning’s Times.” 

“Did the messenger who came for it have time to remove the money from 
the newspaper without taking the paper too?” 

“I don’t know,” Tara said, frowning. “I’ve never tried to lift thirty thousand 
pounds from a newspaper thrown into a wastebasket. I must say, though, this 
radio hookup worked properly.” 

‘Tm pleased with that, at least. We're going to wear the hookup on our 
next lunar expedition if we think we can get away with it.” 

He pulled into the entrance to the Pingree estate and left the Bentley in the 
parking circle. As they mounted the steps, Pingree came out to greet them in a 
state of high agitation. 

“What have you done?” he asked in a desperate voice. “Where have you 
been?” 

“We merely drew the money and placed it in the waste basket,” Steed said. 
“That is, I did. Maud has been engaged in some shopping... as you may 
notice. Nothing wrong with that, is there?” 

“Something serious happened whether you know it or not,” Pingree said. “I 
received a message a few minutes ago. They asked for you and then told me 
what to say when you returned.” 

“Well, say it, man,” Steed prodded him. 

“You are to go at once to a building at the very end of Fenster Street. I 
don’t even know where it is. You are to enter and wait for orders.” 

Steed stared at him blankly for a moment. “Pingree—that’s exactly what 
happened to the chap in the Tyrolean hat.” 

“Don’t I know it!” Pingree groaned. “But you must go; otherwise they']l do 
something to you by means of that medallion you wear. Oh, why did this have 
to happen?” 


Steed said, “Pll run along and keep the appointment. Maud, you remain 
here. Pm sure everything will be quite all right because I’ve taken extreme 
pains not to violate any of the trusts granted me by those who control the 
organisation.” 

He headed back to the Bentley. Tara managed to wave a couple of fingers 
above the mound of purchases she’d made. 

“Good-bye, Father,” she called. 

Steed gave her an elaborate tip of his bowler and then began driving toward 
Fenster Street. He knew where it was. It ended in another isolated area where 
a building might be blown up with impunity and with no great amount of 
investigation afterwards—provided there wasn’t a dead body named John 
Steed lying about. 

He would do something about the Bentley as soon as he was finished with 
this engagement, so that if it was traced, all they'd learn was that Alec 
Cameron was the proud owner and had been ever since the vehicle was new. 
Steed estimated how old a man of Alec’s apparent present age would have 
been in 1929 to be certain he’d have been old enough to drive a car. This 
caused him to realize just how ancient the vehicle was and he patted the 
steering wheel fondly. 

“Great old girl,” he said. “You'll be going strong in 799, P11 wager.” 

He located the building easily because, at the end of the designated street, 
there were no others. Even though Steed knew the man with the Tyrolean hat 
had not been blown to bits in the blast of a similar structure, he still worried. 
But if he didn’t go through with this, he’d certainly lose his status as a 
prospective part owner of the moon. 

He found a rickety door open and stepped into this two-story, deserted 
frame dwelling that looked as if it had patiently waited for the wrecker’s men 
to appear for many years. 

Despite its decrepit condition, the windows had been sealed up in this room 
so Steed stood in absolute darkness after he closed the door behind him. He 
unconsciously fingered the medallion around his neck. 

“Good morning, Mr. Cameron,” a silken smooth voice greeted him. 

“How do you do.” 

*T m sorry we have no facilities for comfort here, but I won't keep you very 
long. Thank you for wearing the medallion. We have been able to keep good 
track of you.” 

“What do you wish of me now?” 

“Why did you cause our messenger to be followed, Mr. Cameron?” 

“I presume you refer to whoever came for the money inserted into the 
newspaper I left at the bank?” 

“That’s correct.” 

“T did not have him followed.” 

“He says he was, from the moment he left the bank.” 

“My dear fellow,” Steed said, “I do not know who was sent to the bank for 


the money. If he emerged and saw me, I did not recognize him, for I had 
absolutely no way of discovering his identity. I merely completed my part of 
the transaction and then I waited in front of the bank for a brief period 
because I was due to pick up my daughter, at a department store. It’s 
impossible to park long at the store entrance so I remained in front of the bank 
until it was time to meet her.” 

“We’re aware of that. But the messenger was certain someone followed 
him for a considerable distance.” 

“It wasn't me. If you have brought others into this program of lunar 
development, perhaps it was one of them. That’s only a supposition.” 

“Mr. Cameron, you must be aware of the importance of positive secrecy 
and trust in this enterprise.” 

“I am and I have not violated it.” 

“We have been compelled to take rather drastic action against more than 
one person who became careless.” 

If Tyrolean Hat was included, Steed thought, this anonymous man in the 
dark was lying. 

“I would expect that you might,” Steed said. “But, I assure you, I was not 
responsible for your man being followed. Good heavens, I’m not a man who 
could handle any sort of intrigue. My line is real estate. I know nothing about 
shadowing people.” 

“Very well. It happens that I fully believe you, Mr. Cameron. If I made a 
mistake in bringing you here, I apologise. However, perhaps we have been 
benefited. I’m more sure than ever of your trust in me, and you are 
undoubtedly more certain than ever that if that trust is violated, drastic things 
will happen.” 

“Naturally,” Steed said, stiffly polite. After all, he should be offended. 

“Are you prepared for your second trip?” the man in the dark asked. His 
voice had grown pleasant now. 

“Quite—I’m most anxious. My daughter is rather apprehensive, but as 
intrigued as I.” 

“Excellent. You will hear, through Mr. Pingree, as to when you may take 
the second journey. It may be sooner than you believe.” 

“Thank you.” 

“Wait here for about five minutes, please.” 

“As you wish,” Steed said. 

He heard the creak of an old door as it opened and closed. He remained 
exactly where he was until the five minutes were up. Then he left the house 
and walked rapidly back to where he had left the Bentley. As he began to slide 
behind the wheel, the old house blew up with a resounding explosion and 
crash. 

Steed watched the falling debris for a moment and then he removed his 
bowler and brushed it gently and affectionately. He doubted if the bowler 
would have made such a splendid descent as the lighter-in-weight Tyrolean 


had. 
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His Nibs trained a cold, sharp look at Steed as he leaned back in his high- 
backed leather chair. “Well now, Major, it’s high time you reported in.” 

*T m aware of that, sir, but up to now it’s been impossible. As it is, I had to 
come by the most devious route I could possibly fashion to get here.” 

“You are suspected, then?” 

“I was just given a rather appalling exhibition of what would happen to me 
if I betrayed them.” 

“Who? Betrayed what?” 

“I don’t know who. I barely know what.” 

“Major Steed, so far we have provided you with two hundred thousand 
pounds, we have arranged for Miss King to be temporarily employed at that 
bank and we sent Fletcher to trail the man you signaled was one of the 
perpetrators of... whatever it is you’re mixed up in. By the way, what is it, 
actually?” 

“Actually,” Steed said, “you will have to add ten thousand pounds to the 
amount you’ve already provided. For all this money, I can tell you that Tara 
and I spent half an hour on the surface of the moon last night.” 

His Nibs shook his head. “Major, 'm a busy man. Don’t waste...” 

“We spent thirty minutes on what was purported to be the surface of the 
moon last night,” Steed said, amending his statement. “In a day or two, P’ m 
going to be sent back, this time in broad daylight, for a longer stay, so I may 
satisfy myself it is the moon.” 

His Nibs smiled for the first time. “Steed, have we British really reached 
the moon before the Americans or the Russians?” 

“Obviously, unless this is a clever trick.” 

“You might even be knighted, Major. It’s a splendid achievement. Of 
course you have proof... photographs... perhaps of the British flag being 
implanted on the lunar surface?” 

“I have only a sample of the surface which I already turned over to the 
laboratory for a quick analysis; it should be about ready. May I check with 
them now?” 

“Very good. I shall listen on the second phone. But why didn’t you bring 
back something else?” 

“Sir, even if I had the chance, there wasn’t much else to bring back. All that 
seems to be up there is a great amount of nothing.” He called the number for 
the laboratory and identified himself. 

“Major,” the scientist protested, “we can’t do this properly without more 
time...” 

“You could have made a spectrograph analysis by now. That's all Pm 
interested in at the moment.” 


“We did that first. Well—there are the usual traces of copper, zinc, a large 
amount of iron. Beryllium is present in considerable quantity and I never 
found so much lithium....” 

“Would you say a sample of rock or earth taken anywhere in this globe of 
ours would show that particular arrangement of minerals in those particular 
quantities?” 

“Offhand, I would say no.” 

“I see. Where, then, would it be likely such a sample might be found?” 

*Only one source that I know of. A meteorite. Or possibly, a fragment of 
the moon.” 

His Nibs gave such a swift, hard intake of breath that Steed was startled by 
it. “Tell me, please,” he said, “what uses those two rare minerals could be put 
to.” 

“With considerable ease, Major. Lithium, in particular, is a raw ingredient 
of the H-bomb.” 

“Great heavens,” His Nibs gasped, "we're in business again.” 

“I beg your pardon,” the laboratory man said. 

“Its nothing,” Steed said. “Thank you very much. Please do an exhaustive 
analysis and send the report to the General.” 

Steed and His Nibs hung up. “Absolutely you'll be knighted for this,” he 
chortled. “Steed, it’s a great bit of work.” 

“Tt would be better if we knew who was behind it, sir.” 

“Yes, yes, but it stuns the imagination. You have been on the moon!” He 
closed his eyes in contemplation of the fame that would come to the 
department. Then he suddenly opened them again and sat up straight. “I don’t 
believe a word of it, Major.” 

“I don’t blame you, sir.” 

“You say you are going again? When?” 

“In a day or two, I don’t know for sure.” 

“Take along a camera... with plenty of color film....” 

‘Tm sure that would not be permitted, General. If I tried to smuggle it 
aboard the spacecraft, I should be found out quickly enough and the whole 
trip might be jeopardized.” 

“I see. You really didn’t expect me to believe this, did, you?” 

“No, sir. I don't believe it myself.” 

“Then, that’s settled. It’s all a fake. A monstrous trick.” 

“Except that this bit of so-called lunar rock has just been analyzed and, in 
all probability, came from the moon or one of the meteorites that crashed on 
its surface.” 

His Nibs frowned darkly. “When you were announced, I was rather pleased 
you'd arrived. There was something I had to tell you and I didn’t know just 
how to get in touch... let me see now. Oh, yes... these two people you and 
Miss King are filling in for. What’re their names... ?” 

“Alex Cameron and his daughter Maud, sir.” 


“That’s correct. Well, I sent men to keep them happy and out of sight at the 
Savoy. It seems they tricked our man, Major, and walked out.” 

Steed groaned aloud. “If they ever go to the Pingree residence and meet 
Wellesley Pingree, they’ll spill the beans entirely, sir. Pd best go looking for 
them.” 

“In all of London?” 

“It’s better than doing nothing, sir. They're tourists. They might go to the 
usual places.” 

“Quite! It happens that they were spotted half an hour ago at the Tate 
Gallery.” 

“Tate?” Steed said sharply. “That’s where Ive met the people connected 
with this business. Is it possible Cameron has something to do with it? P11 be 
on my way, sir. If I can intercept them, I’ll try to get them back to the Savoy.” 

Steed did take time to phone the Pingree residence. When the maid 
answered, he asked for Tara. He informed Tara tersely of what had happened 
and told her to find some excuse to meet him at the Tate Gallery. 

Her car was there before Steed reached the area because he had once more 
to take elaborate precautions against being seen leaving the Ministry. 

Without a word, they hurried into the building and began searching its 
various rooms. Tara approached a man in uniform. 

“We’re looking for relatives of ours who were to meet us here, but we're 
inexcusably late and they seem to have departed. The man is white-haired, 
short, about sixty or so. He's accompanied by his daughter, a rather plain- 
looking girl in a dark blue dress....” 

“They left about half an hour ago, Miss.” 

“Oh dear. We’ve missed them completely.” 

“I wouldn't say that, Miss. They asked me directions on how to reach St. 
Paul's and they took a taxi. I watched them leave. I’m sure if they went there, 
they']l still be there. St. Paul's is not something you can see in a few 
moments’ time.” 

“We’re most grateful,” Tara said. 

She and Steed fled to their respective cars and she followed him on the 
drive to Ludgate Hill, at the top of which the dome of St. Paul’s Cathedral 
joins its noble towers with the clouds. The wide doors were open as they 
pulled up. They entered at a somewhat more decorous speed than they’d 
driven there. 

There were a number of people in the cathedral, for it is one of the most 
popular tourist attractions in London. They peered about, hunting the pair, but 
without any luck. Steed motioned Tara into one of the pews, well toward the 
front. 

“Don’t betray any curiosity, but our dead Tyrolean hat man just entered. 
We're being watched, blast the luck.” 

“Its worse than you think, Steed.” 

“How could it be?” he groaned gently. 


“Up in the balcony are our counterparts. The real Alec Cameron and 
darling Maud. They’ re looking down, but I don't think they’ ve seen us yet.” 

“Why are you so sure?” 

“Steed, you should worship at this fine old church more often. Have you 
forgotten what they call the gallery above us, where the Camerons are now 
acting like tourists?” 

“Quite,” he confessed. “Is there a name...?” 

“The Whispering Gallery. A whisper up there can sometimes fill the whole 
church because of the strange acoustics. There are certain areas where the 
echo is greatest and the Camerons are in one of them now. Should they see us, 
and should one of them even mention that fact to the other, Tyrolean Hat will 
be bound to hear them.” 

Steed said, “Well, at least we're in the proper place for prayer. I’m going to 
try a bit of it before we go up to the gallery after them.” 

“Steed, they'll give us away. The moment they spot us —if they haven't 
already—they’ll speak the names they know us by and the acoustics will 
bellow it.” 

“So long as they run around loose, we’re in perpetual peril,” he said. “We 
have to get them back to the Savoy.” 

She opened her purse, took out a vanity and aimed the mirror behind her. 
“Tyrolean Hat is heading for the vestibule, Steed. I think he’s afraid of being 
seen by us.” 

“Good. We can avoid him on our way to the gallery stairs.” 

“But when Maud and Alex greet us...” 

“We’ll have to take our chances, Tara. Come along.” 

They reached the stairs, climbed them, and came out onto the gallery. 
Fortunately, the Camerons were busily engaged in peering down at the great 
altar and didn’t see them. But Tyrolean Hat did. He was peering up in their 
direction, having returned to the church proper when they didn’t emerge. 

There were several other people in the gallery, among them a buxom, 
matronly woman in a Queen Mary hat and a rather massive boa. She walked 
on flat heels, examining everything. 

Tara and Steed passed her. At almost the same instant, Maud Cameron 
straightened up and turned their way. Tara saw the instant recognition. She 
dropped her handbag, whirled on the matronly woman and seized her. 

“Thief!” Tara cried. “Thief!... purse snatcher...!” 

Steed reached the Camerons in six long strides. “It’s best to get away from 
here at once,” he said. “The police will hold everyone whom they find in the 
gallery. Leave immediately, take a taxi back to the Savoy and, above all, don’t 
speak to anyone.” 

“Well, if you say so, Wellesley,” the real Alec Cameron said. 

“Sometimes the investigation lasts for days. They’ll hold you all that time. 
If anyone in plain clothes approaches, don’t stop. It will likely be a detective 
inspector. Go now.... hurry!” 


Tara was struggling with the woman, forcing her back against the rail. 
Attendants were responding and when they reached Tara she released her hold 
on the woman. 

“Well,” she said breathlessly, “this is what I find on my first visit to 
London. My purse is stolen. In a cathedral, mind you. Right here, in a church. 
I must say you Londoners are extremely violent people....” 

The matronly woman was spluttering too much to speak lucidly. Steed, 
glancing down, saw Alec and Maud Cameron pass Tyrolean Hat without his 
even noticing them. He was too interested in what was going on in the gallery. 
The voices of Tara and the attendants were resounding through the cathedral 
and the Whispering Gallery became a shouting one. 

The matronly woman finally found her breath. She drew herself up 
indignantly and set her hat aright. “I,” she announced in her best regal 
manner, “am the Duchess of Fostershire. I demand to know why this young 
lady has accused me of being a common thief when I certainly am not.” 

“But... but...” Tara said, “it was you who brushed against me and then tried 
to hurry away. I’m sure it was...” 

“Miss,” one of the attendants said, “you’d best be very sure. I recognize this 
person as the Duchess. She often comes here.” 

“Oh my!” Tara exclaimed. Then she grew very excited. “Your Grace, there 
was another woman. I saw her brush against you too. That’s what mixed me 
up. I didn’t know who was the brusher and who was the brushee. Perhaps she 
pinched your handbag... or its contents....” 

The Duchess opened her large bag and rummaged through it, inventorying 
the hundred and one items with quick movements of her lips. 

“No... no, she did not....” 

“But you do recall,” Tara insisted. “I’m sure she meant to rob you as well. 
Oh, my dear, she was so frightened away that she dropped my handbag and 
didn’t take a penny. How fortunate we are, Your Grace. Would you know this 
woman again if you saw her?” 

“I... rather think so,” the Duchess admitted. “She was quite heavy... far 
more than I. My figure is but a modest part of what hers seemed to be.” 

“That’s the one,” Tara said. “I’m relieved you will recognize her if she’s 
caught. Oh, she will be, Your Grace. Such things do not happen in London 
without the culprit being promptly discovered. I shall give the police a full 
description. I pray you will allow me to use your name as witness.” 

“Of course, of course, my dear. We can’t simply stand to one side and do 
nothing when these culprits try to savage our handbags. Indeed not. I am 
firmly committed to your side, my dear. Oh, that woman was a ruffian. No 
doubt about it.” 

Tara kissed her impulsively on the cheek, shook her hand and then rushed 
away. Steed waited for her in the lobby. 

“Tyrolean Hat departed when you mentioned the bobbies. I don’t think he 
wanted to be here then. Also, I believe he was frightened away by that act you 


put on. Absurd, I must say.” 

She touched her bangs experimentally to see if they were in place. “It was 
quite effective, wasn’t it, Steed?” 

“Yes indeed. I’m sure he believed you to be at least partially off your 
rocker, as it were. That poor woman...” 

“Well, what did you think of the one who got away, eh, Steed?” 

“She was the most invisible and disembodied thief I ever saw. We'd best go 
back now, and don’t fail to tell Pingree about this little episode. Pll join you at 
Pingree’s home. I have to make a phone call to arrange for better security 
around the Camerons.” 

He reached the Pingree residence ten minutes after Tara. Pingree met him 
at the door, enthusiastically impatient. “I’m glad you’re back, Uncle Alec. 
Maud has Mrs. Pingree in the upstairs library so I can speak freely. We leave 
for our next visit to the moon tonight. More explanations to my dear Violet, I 
fear. Pll let you handle it. She seems to accept everything you say.” 

Steed smiled benignly. “She’s my favorite niece. Fortunately, she places 
great trust in me.” 

“Fortunately.” Pingree’s sigh was one of vast relief. “Ill admit things have 
been much easier since you came.” 
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The sleep mask felt too tight, but Steed didn’t dare reach up to loosen it. Too 
many small matters had occurred to inspire at least a trace of suspicion on the 
part of the organisation; otherwise, he doubted they’d have called this lunar 
voyage quite so soon. It wasn’t due for another full day and a half. And, 
ordinarily, preparations for this sort of journey were not made as casually as 
for a bus trip. 

Exactly as before, they were picked up by the same limousine, and were 
now enduring the same silent ride. This time, however, Steed sat in the back 
with Tara. It seemed that Pingree wasn’t permitted to accompany them. 
Apparently, Pingree was now in the enviable status of waiting for the actual 
colonization to be started. 

They’d picked up someone else and Steed was sure it must be Tebbett. This 
time, however, he and Tara were able to communicate by means of the well- 
concealed miniature radios. 

Once again they were brought to the side of the spaceship and allowed to 
remove the masks; then they filed aboard. Tebbett shook hands with Steed and 
bowed politely to Tara. 

“Only we three this time?” he asked. 

“Seems so,” Steed said. “Mr. Pingree thought he was going, but at the last 
minute learned he was not to be included. Felt rather badly about it.” 

“Well,” Tebbett said, “they’re getting ninety thousand pounds from the 
three of us. That makes it a rather expensive trip for us and a comfortable one 
for them.” 

“I rather believe,’ Tara said mildly, “that when the Americans or the 
Russians take off on a lunar expedition, the cost per passenger will be a few 
thousand times in excess of what we’re paying, even if you include the final 
payment. I think we’re getting a bargain.” 

“Well, so do I,” Tebbett admitted. “I was only trying to make polite 
conversation. Forgive me if I sounded difficult.” 

The gangway-door contrivance closed softly, sealing them in. At once, the 
same voice reached them via the speakers. 

“Welcome, Mr. Tebbett, Mr. Cameron, Miss Cameron. We shall blast off in 
approximately ten minutes. This time you will reach the moon in daylight and 
you may have your fill of observing what it’s like. You will, no doubt, be 
appalled by its barrenness, but remember this the moon soil is rich with 
minerals and is worth uncounted billions of pounds.” 

“It seems,” Tebbett said, “that we're being let in on the ground floor to the 
best investment in the history of mankind.” 

“No doubt of it,” the radio voice agreed. “I’m sure you know exactly what 
to do. I wish you good luck and may you share in the millions we shall take 


off the moon in one way or another.” 

They were moving much faster this time. First, there was a warning to 
fasten belts, then the whine began and grew to its former ear-splitting 
intensity before the sudden blastoff almost caught them unawares. Steed’s 
umbrella, lying across his lap, was hurled violently to one side of the craft 
where it rested, perfectly still, while the sphere went hurtling into space. 

“It seems,” Steed said over his radio, “we didn’t do so well this time, old 
girl.” 

“Why not?” she asked. “We’re here, aren't we?” 

“Yes, but too soon. Pd expected to have someone in the vicinity of the 
launch site to observe just how this is done.” 

“For heaven’s sake, Steed, how could it be done except to use some sort of 
secret power to send us roaring away to the moon! We make it in a fraction of 
the time it took any of those soft-landing robot devices.” 

“I am still most interested in the blastoff,” Steed said. 

The velocity seemed to have abated. Word came over the speakers that all 
danger from the launch was over and they could amuse themselves during the 
next few boring hours. Tebbett ate his soup and sandwiches, drank his coffee 
and settled himself for a sleep. 

Tara was famished. There hadn’t even been time to enjoy Mrs. Pingree’s 
usual fine supper when the word came to be ready. She stretched out on the 
contour chair, somewhat startling in her silver mod boots, her mini-skirt, also 
silver, and her silvery grey turtle-neck sweater. 

“Growing sleepy?” Steed asked over their personal radio. 

“Deliciously so,” she admitted. “Are we drugged, do you think?” 

“You and Tebbett very well might be.” 

“But not you, Steed? Are you a superman upon whom sedatives have no 
effect?” 

*P m an ordinary man who took a pill to reverse the action of any sleeping 
drug they might have put in the food. I intend to remain awake just in case 
something happens we shouldn’t see.” 

“Steed, I swear get back at you for this. If I miss anything...” 

“TIl give a full description of it. Please don’t snore. The sound is amplified 
so much I’m sure I'll fetch up with a splitting headache. Good night, Tara, my 
dear.” 

She mumbled something and then he heard only her steady breathing. Steed 
closed his eyes and pretended to drift off himself. He couldn’t possibly 
visualize any way that they were being actually watched—unless there was a 
hidden television camera aboard. 

The hours went by with excruciating slowness and Steed was so wide 
awake it was difficult not to show it. He had to lie perfectly still for hours on 
end, breathe in pretense of sleep which grew more and more difficult; but 
what made it all the harder to endure, nothing happened. Not one untoward 
thing. The craft was apparently hurtling through space at its phenomenal 


speed without much vibration and little or no sway, for Steed’s umbrella 
hadn’t moved an inch. He hoped it wouldn’t be examined closely, for the 
sharp stiletto-like tip had been replaced with a hollow tube that was sharpened 
at the end so it could be driven deeply into even hard soil and retain a fairly 
sizable plug of earth as a sample. 

He glanced at his watch. The journey was taking just a little longer this 
time. The warning about the approach to the moon had come ten minutes 
sooner on the first trip. Apparently the craft’s speed could not be absolutely 
controlled, which was hardly surprising since the distance was well over two 
hundred thousand miles. 

The sleep drug was well-timed, however. When the loudspeakers aroused 
them, Tara and Tebbett came awake instantly. 

“What happened?” Tara asked Steed over their personal radio. 

“Nothing. Not a blasted thing. I might as well have slept.” 

“Do you think their promise will be kept and we’ll be turned loose on the 
moon in broad daylight?” 

“Of course I do. Unless they keep the promise, how do you think they'll 
ever get the final fifty thousand pounds each which we'll be required to pay 
when we return to earth?” 

She didn’t have time to reply. They strapped themselves down, got set for 
the impact, and the shrill whine began once more, indicating that some sort of 
reverse engines were slowing the craft for its soft landing. 

There was the same hard crash that shook them rather severely and left 
Tebbett somewhat open-mouthed in worry. 

Acting on orders, they opened the storage compartment and donned the 
space suits and the helmets, inspecting the security of the fit with the help of 
one another. 

“If we walk out to the moon, I shall probably scream,” Tara said. “I’ve 
prepared myself so long and so thoroughly to believe that all of this is a fake.” 

The door opened as before and she walked down the gangplank and stepped 
out onto a flat sun-bathed area exactly like the one where they’d landed on 
their initial journey. She was joined by Tebbett and Steed and they stood, side 
by side, staring at the most desolate and strange scene they had ever gazed 
upon. The spacecraft had come to rest on a rather large, flat surface and it 
appeared to be the only one for miles. All they could see were those valleys 
and peaks, row after row of them on every side. The bleakness made them 
nervous. The soil underfoot was hard and would most certainly resist any 
attempt to plant life in it. Nothing could possibly grow here. At least, nothing 
familiar on earth. One thing had changed—the peaks had looked black by 
night. By day, they were white and pink. 

Steed tapped Tebbett on the helmet, repeated this with Tara and signaled 
that they should climb one of the peaks to try and see what lay beyond it. 
Tebbet nodded and Tara fell in behind Steed who led the way. 

Over the radio, he said, “If the rest of this landscape is the same, we’re on 


the moon, Tara. No place on the face of our earth could possibly look like 
this. It’s like Hades after the fires have burned out.” 

“Don’t be so cheerful,” Tara said. “I’m beginning to doubt less and less. 
What'll we do if this is on the level?” 

“T don’t know.” 

“It wouldn't do us any harm to stay with it. His Nibs would surely consent 
to that.” 

“No doubt. Let’s be certain first. Now we’re going to climb. It’s like 
walking up the inside of a glass, but maybe we can make it.” 

He secured sufficient toe and finger holds on the remarkably coarse 
landscape so that he was able to pull himself up a few inches at a time. Twice 
he missed a finger hold and went flat against the hard surface. Tara, beneath 
him, checked his fall. He wanted to thank her, but they weren’t using their 
radio now because neither had sufficient breath left to speak a word. 

The surface seemed oddly cool, though Steed realized that the gauntlets 
were probably heavily insulated so he couldn’t make a point of that at the 
moment. Gradually he crawled higher and higher. These peaks were all about 
forty-odd feet in height and Steed hoped he wouldn’t have to scale many of 
them. 

The top was a sharp point, with only room for one at a time. Steed 
scrambled to the top, rose from his handsand-knees position and stood erect. 
What he saw, made him gasp. 

“What’s it like?” Tara asked. 

“No matter where you look, it’s the same. Every foot of it, as far as I can 
see. Only these peaks and spires, pinnacles and valleys, nothing else. Fantastic 
and slightly terrifying... or beautiful. I can’t make up my mind. Not a sign of 
life. Nothing or no one would consent to live here anyway.” 

“Are we on the moon?” she asked insistently. 

“Yes... we're very likely on the moon. Ill hand down my brolly. Grasp it 
and PII haul you up. Careful now because it’s slippery.” 

She grasped the umbrella and he pulled hard, lifting her slowly while he 
sought some sort of purchase on the other side of the peak. Then she stood in 
his place, staring out at the weird, impossible formations and feeling more 
than a moderate element of fear. She didn’t belong here. No earthling did. 
This was a place where no one belonged. It was hostile and primitive. 
Millions might be dug out of this incredibly hard surface, but the men who did 
the work would go mad within days if they were not relieved. 

“T ve got a good purchase,” Steed said. “There’s a small ledge on this side. 
Let Tebbett have the end of the brolly and haul him up, then slide down to 
join me.” 

She descended to his side in less than a minute while Tebbett stood erect, 
staring out at the waste land. He brought one hand down smartly on top of his 
helmet to indicate his complete dismay. 

“What a place!” Tara sighed. “It may be nice to visit, but I wouldn’t...” 


“T know the rest of that chestnut,” Steed said. “It’s time we went back.” 

“For heaven’s sake, let’s hurry,” Tara said. “If that thing ever takes off 
without us, Pm sure my screams will be heard all the way down to earth... 
how does it happen we can’t see our own planet?” 

“I don’t know. The configurations may not be right for it.” 

‘Tve seen enough fantasy.” She nudged Tebbett’s leg in a signal for 
assistance. He helped her to the top, using the umbrella again, after which he 
helped Steed. 

“Imagine someone actually carrying an umbrella on the moon, Steed!” she 
said. “Now just how conservative can you get? Pll bet it hasn't rained here in 
ten million years.” 

“There’s still no sense in taking chances,” he retorted. “Move along. We 
were granted an hour and it’s almost up. As you said, if the ship takes off 
without us, we’re going to be somewhat miserable before long.” 

Once down the peak, the rest of the way back was simple because they 
were back on the plateau again and the black globe of metal stood there 
waiting for them. 

“Next time,’ Steed said over their radio, “we each pick out our own ten 
thousand acres.” 

“Of what?” Tara asked. “Hills and dales, a few thousand peaks? I have no 
desire to spend my sunset years enjoying the scenery of this place.” 

They filed aboard the spacecraft with four minutes to spare. Almost at once, 
the gangplank exit closed with its heavy sound of finality, sealing them inside. 
They began to remove their gear, grateful to be rid of the cumbersome 
articles. Tara sank wearily onto her contour chair. She felt as if she’d walked a 
thousand miles. 
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Bowler properly angled, umbrella at his side, a red carnation in his 
buttonhole, Major John Steed drove his Bentley along a guiet country lane, 
twenty miles out of London. Tara King had been silent for some time. 

“Steed,” she said finally, “do you really believe we were on the moon last 
night? I want an honest, forthright answer.” 

“Didn’t it look like the moon to you?” 

“Never having been there before, how should I know? But, come to think 
of it, everything was just right, wasn't it? Waste land, those crazy pinnacles 
and peaks, the black earth and the white and pink peaks. There's nowhere on 
earth like that so where else could we have been but on the moon?” 

*Think of being the proud owner of ten thousand acres up there,” Steed said 
comfortingly. “All those pretty pinnacles on that weird, weird planet.” 

“How would one go about traveling? By a giant pogo stick with which you 
could hopscotch over the peaks? Steed, that brings to mind a point we haven't 
considered deeply enough. I thought that, on the moon, a human being would 
only have to give a very small jump off the surface and he’d be carried aloft. I 
felt nothing like that.” 

“Nor I, but it was explained there’d be no weightlessness. Remember, up to 
now, any information about conditions on the moon has been acquired only 
by robots. They probably settled very hard, being rather heavy, I presume, so 
they’d not be apt to go sailing upwards. The idea of being weightless on the 
moon could be a fallacy.” 

“The whole business sounds like a fallacy,” Tara said, “and only one thing 
prevents me from dismissing the affair as a hoax. I’ ve been there.” 

“Perhaps we'll learn something from the death of Harold Vance. PII refresh 
your memory about him. He was found dead of undetermined causes and he 
was wearing one of those medallions that hang around our necks now.” 

“How could those medallions have any lethal effect?” 

“Well, P'd call the blowing up of two buildings and the death of Mr. Taylor 
something very close to lethal.” 

She yawned. “How much farther, Steed? This life of trips to the moon is 
exhausting. It makes me very weary.” 

“A few more miles. Vance lived out here on an estate with his older brother 
Ludlow. Neither was married, as I understand it. Perhaps Ludlow can help 
us.” 

She moved closer to Steed and set the carnation more firmly in his 
buttonhole. “I presume the Vances were wealthy.” 

“T imagine they could afford a piece of the moon. Ah—here we are. Vance 
Meadows, the signpost says, and the arrow points this way.” 

He made the turn and followed a very bumpy dirt road about half a mile. 


They finally reached a brick wall about ten feet high. Over it, they could see a 
large, rambling, old-fashioned country house set atop a knoll; there was what 
seemed to be some sort of dome built onto the roof. 

The gate was open. They were expected, so Steed drove right on through 
until the drive ended abruptly in a parking area from which only a long 
footpath gave access to the house. 

“Looks like we walk,” he said. 

The path to the house was lined with sycamores, their branches extending 
out over the walk. Where the sycamores ended, there was a clearer approach 
to the large porch and the big double doors. 

“Landed gentry,” Steed explained. “Live close to the manor and, I suspect, 
a trifle eccentric.” 

There was a low, ominous growl from somewhere. It was nothing human 
and it brought Tara to a sudden stop. She seized Steed’s arm. 

“Wait! What was that?” 

‘T m not sure,” he replied. “Must be a dog....” 

It came again, louder and definitely from above them. They looked up, their 
eyes seeking out something obviously hidden in the tree branches. 

“That’s a jaguar,” Tara said tensely. “Steed, there’s a wild jaguar in one of 
those trees.” 

“Whoever heard of a jaguar in England? Except the kind with four wheels.” 

“I tell you l’ ve hunted them. I’ve heard that growl before. They only act 
like that when they’re cornered or famished. And this one’s not cornered.” 

“If you're that certain,” Steed said, “we’d best retreat...” 

The growl turned to a blood-curdling scream and something came hurtling 
out of the trees at them. They both tried to move aside in time, but they didn’t 
make it. They were astonishingly enmeshed in a net. A very large and very 
strong net which had dropped upon them like a tent. 

Tara fought to get free. Steed straightened up under the weight of the net 
and looked about for signs of whoever had thrown it down on them. 

“I say there,” he called out. “You’ve got us properly, so show your face.” 

They heard a loud, jeering laugh, obviously emanating from the tree. They 
looked up to see a pair of legs start to appear from the thickly foliaged 
branches. The next moment a slim man of about sixty dropped to the ground 
as agilely as the cat which he’d mimicked so perfectly. He regarded his prey 
with more loud laughter, standing with his feet apart and hands on his hips 
while he bent backwards in his uproarious mirth. 

Steed said, “Let us free instantly or I shall cut this net into ribbons.” 

“Ho, ho, ho,” the man roared. “What with, my dear Major Steed? Your 
fingernails?” 

Steed’s patience was at an end. He withdrew the sword blade from within 
the umbrella and slashed once with it. 

“Oh, no... no... no... please don’t do that. Pll set you free, both of you. 
Don’t cut the net. I need it for next week. I’ve invited six for supper and I’ve 


never caught six at one time. Only caught two at one time twice before this. 
Just one moment now....” 

He gathered up the end of the net, rolled it, lifted it and extricated his two 
victims. 

“You, I take it, are Ludlow Vance?” Steed asked. 

“Yes, indeed. Did I scare you with the growls and the scream? It’s a hobby 
of mine... imitating animal cries and growls. I’ve recordings of them and I 
practice very hard.” 

“One of these days,” Tara said, “someone’s going to be carrying a gun and 
will probably shoot you right out of those trees, Mr. Vance.” 

“Um... yes,” he said glumly. “Indeed... yes... yes... I never thought of that. I 
must make certain they come unarmed. But imagine, capturing six at a time.” 

“Quite amazing,’ Steed acknowledged. “We’ve come to talk about your 
brother, Mr. Vance.” 

“Oh, yes—Harold. He’s dead, you know.” 

“That’s why we're here,” Tara said. “To try and find out what happened to 
him.” 

“T can tell you that. He stopped breathing.” 

“Would it be possible to carry on our conversation within the house, Mr. 
Vance?” 

“Of course, Major. No man should live alone. Makes him careless and 
impolite. I do beg your pardon. The pardons of both of you. Please come this 
way.” 

They ended up in an ample drawing room furnished with odds and ends 
that made it look as eccentric as its owner acted. Steed sat somewhat gingerly 
in a brown velvet-covered chair with slim, curved legs that didn’t look as if 
they could hold up a child. But they seemed steady when his weight was on 
them. 

“Would you mind,” Steed asked, “giving us some details of your brother’s 
demise?” 

“You are Major Steed and Miss Tara King from the Ministry, eh?” 

“That’s correct,” Tara said. 

“Ah—yes, indeed. Very important ministry. What is it the Ministry of, may 
I ask?” 

“The Ministry of Exceptionally Important Affairs, Mr. Vance.” 

“Oh, yes, yes, Major. Must have heard of it at one time or another.... My 
brother, you say. All I know about him is that he left one evening and didn't 
return because he died. Sitting on a park bench, mind you. He always was a 
great one for sitting down. They say he had been intoxicated prior to his 
death, but that isn’t true because Harold didn’t drink. Alcoholic beverages 
made him frightfully ill. Yes, indeed.” 

“Do you think he was murdered?” Tara asked. 

“T m sure I don’t know. I think someone would have told me so if that were 
the case.” 


“T m sure they would have,” Steed said. “Did your brother work?” 

“Work? Oh no... we Vances haven’t worked in two hundred years, I’m 
sure. But we do carry on... we find things to do. Harold had hobbies. He loved 
to classify fish and there is a river not thirteen miles from here. Those he 
couldn’t classify we ate. It was a fine hobby.” 

“Did he have any other hobbies? Recent ones?” Steed asked. 

“He was interested in the stars. Did you notice the observatory on our roof? 
Cost a small fortune, not only for the instruments, but the dome itself, sitting 
up there like a chicken on a fence. Put it up only a month ago. Oh, I tell you, 
my brother was eccentric. Yes, indeed.” 

Steed exchanged a glance with Tara. “How long had your brother been 
interested in astronomy, Mr. Vance?” 

“Oh, it was only recently that he delved into it. But if he hadn’t done that, 
he might have spent his time trying to net insects or raise geraniums.” 

“Would you permit us to visit the observatory, Mr. Vance? I’ve never seen 
one in a private home and both Miss King and I have a most devoted interest 
in the moon.” 

“Moon, eh? Nothing up there. Not a thing!” 

Tara said, “Did you get that information from experts, Mr. Vance?” 

“Pictures sent back... show nothing.” 

“Was that your brother’s opinion as well?” Tara persisted. 

“He was most vehement about it. Said it was an impossible place, had no 
business being in our galaxy. A worthless thing rolling around up there. Of 
course you may visit the observatory. Stay as long as you like, but don’t ask 
me to go up there. I get dizzy when I’m any higher off the ground than a tree 
branch. Tell me the truth now, wasn’t that a fine imitation of a jaguar? Didn’t 
I frighten you?” 

Tara said, “Mr. Vance, I’ ve hunted jaguars and I never heard one growl any 
more realistically than you did.” 

“Oh—excellent. Always wanted to talk with someone who had heard the 
growl, in nature as it were. Most satisfying. Stay as long as you like.” 

They found the staircase from the second floor to the attic. It consisted of a 
weighted ladder that swung up when not in use and could be pulled down 
again with a rope. 

At the top, Steed pulled the rope all the way up so the ladder could not be 
brought down from its position against the hallway ceiling. 

“Just so no jaguars slip up behind us,” he explained. 

They were in a rather stuffy attic. In the center of it, new stairs had been 
built which led to a tiny landing and the door by which the observatory could 
be entered. 

Tara stood gazing at the telescope and the sliding dome which could be 
rotated by electricity. Ludlow Vance hadn’t spared expense when he had this 
built and equipped. 

“This telescope must have cost in the region of five thousand pounds,” 


Steed said. “And the finders, charts... everything... He was a serious student, 
but if for only such a short time, why did he go into it this deeply until he 
knew more about it?” 

“If he wore a medallion,” Tara said, “he knew about it. I think he must have 
been sent to the moon himself and become so interested in it that he took up 
this hobby.” 

“He might even have wondered if he could keep a check on his property up 
there,” Steed said. 

“Oh, Steed, what’s there to steal on the moon? You’re putting me on, aren’t 
you? Very well, laugh at my ignorance about matters celestial. ’m a down-to- 
earth type.” 

Steed surveyed the leather boots, the brief yellow skirt and matching 
sweater. 

“Well,” he said, “in a way, I suppose.” He peered through the telescope, 
experimenting with it until he knew how to use the finder. 

“Can’t see much of the moon by day,” he announced. “Let’s look about. 
Mr. Ludlow Vance gave us blanket permission to do as we wish.” 

Steed went through the desk drawers first. “Harold used this as his office,” 
he said. “Well now... here’s his cheque book. Have a look for yourself, Tara. 
Six weeks ago, he drew out twenty thousand pounds. One week later, he 
withdrew thirty thousand and—a month ago he robbed his bank account of 
fifty thousand. Now does that remind you of certain withdrawals we were 
compelled to make?” 

“He went to the moon,” Tara said brightly. 

“He paid for three trips. I’m rather certain of that. Help me go over some of 
these papers, please.” 

They spent two hours at this task without finding anything significant other 
than the cheque book. Harold Vance apparently hadn’t made any notes about 
his journey to the moon. Steed arose to stretch and noted that it had grown 
almost dark. He walked over to the telescope and peered through it once 
more. 

Tara gave a shout of surprise. “Steed, look here...!” 

“Can’t this minute, chum,” he said. “I’ve got something most interesting in 
view.” 

“Steed, the telescope is pointed toward the ground, not the sky. Don’t you 
know in which direction to point it?” 

“I have it trained on a car that has just parked, close to mine. And on four 
men who are approaching rather purposefully. And on... oh no! It can’t be...!” 

“What, Steed?” 

“I caught a faint flicker of light among the branches of the trees. Ludlow 
must have prepared his net, carried it to the branches and then heard the car 
coming. He’s up there—I know it—and he’s about to try to trap four victims 
in his net at one time.” 

“But who are they? Friends of his?” 


“The only one I recognize,” Steed tried to focus the ’scope a little better, “is 
the supposedly dead man who wore the Tyrolean hat. He’s back from the 
grave again. And I don’t think he’s any friend of Ludlow Vance.” 

“Nor of ours,” Tara said. “Especially after what I found. Steed, this was 
concealed in that awful-looking blue vase over there. It’s a legal deed to ten 
thousand acres on the moon.” 
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“Whose name is on it?” Steed asked. 

There was a shout from outside and then a series of angry yells. 

“It’s made out to Ludlow Vance and it’s signed by Eastland Withersgate. I 
have a feeling that’s not a name at all, but a geographical place.” 

Someone began shooting outside. There were more yells, but no screams of 
pain. 

“These visitors don’t seem to be the gentle type,” Steed observed. “They 
carry firearms.” 

“TIl wager what they're after is this deed I’m holding. They can't have 
people digging into the nature of a deed to property on the moon. What'll I do 
with it?” 

“Oh, hang onto it, Tara. No doubt we'll find a use for it. Now I’d best have 
a look at what’s been going on below and prepare a casualty list if necessary.” 

He peered through the ’scope and finally moved aside for Tara to observe. 
“It’s better than a close view of the moon,” he said. 

Ludlow Vance had come down out of the tree, probably with a jolt, when 
the shooting began. One of the men in the group, pinned down with the net, 
was aiming a gun at Ludlow and gesturing with it. Ludlow apparently pleaded 
with them for patience as he began rolling up the net. 

The first man to emerge free of it promptly joined Ludlow in releasing the 
other three and then he seized Ludlow and held him firmly. The man with the 
gun was he of the acrobatic Tyrolean hat. Steed saw him slap Ludlow hard 
and then a second time when Ludlow managed to point an arm at the house. 
Two of the men got on either side of Ludlow, seized his elbows, lifted him off 
the ground and rushed him to the house. They were followed by the other pair. 

Tara said, “Ludlow is bound to send them up here because he must know 
where his dead brother’s papers are.” 

“Quite so,” Steed said. “We mustn’t make things difficult for them, must 
we?” 

He moved swiftly down the stairs, crossed the attic and lowered the rope 
which would enable them to bring down the ladder. Then he returned to the 
observatory. 

“T rather think,” he said, “we can handle this in routine fashion. Unless all 
four come up at one time, which I rather doubt.” 

*Just as you say, Steed.” Tara moved over to stand with her back against 
the wall, to one side of the entrance door. Steed perched himself on the edge 
of the desk, swinging one leg impatiently, waiting for one or more to appear. 

They couldn't hear any voices below, but undoubtedly Ludlow was being 
persuaded to instruct someone how to reach the observatory. In a few minutes, 
they heard the sgueal of the ladder as it was pulled down from the ceiling. 


Then there were footsteps. Steed held up one finger and nodded agreeably. 

The man, wholly unsuspecting trouble, came through the observatory door 
at a rapid gait, saw Steed and stopped. He was crouching to rush Steed when 
Tara clamped her elbow below his chin, drove her knee into his back and 
squeezed to complete the sleeper hold at which she was so proficient. 

The man held out about two minutes; his struggles were not very energetic 
because Steed moved in to help handle and quiet him. When unconsciousness 
was complete, they lowered him to the floor. Steed searched deftly, but didn’t 
find anything worthwhile. 

Tara stepped back to her previous position. Steed perched himself on the 
desk again. Their unspoken theory was that if the trick worked once, it should 
again. 

“Rollo!” someone below shouted. “What’s keeping you, man?” 

Steed gestured hopelessly. The trick wasn’t going to work, it seemed. The 
owner of the voice reached the attic, looked up the steps at the entrance to the 
observatory, and called again. 

Steed said, loudly, “Awrl right, come up.” 

“That ain’t Rollo,” the second visitor exclaimed and went racing for the 
ladder. 

“You’re a terrible mimic,” Tara commented pleasantly. 

“How do you know, especially when I’ve never heard the voice of the man 
I’m supposed to have imitated. Shall we go down?” 

“Nothing else to do unless we wish to be trapped here.” 

“Then let’s hurry and perhaps we’ll be in time to meet them somewhere 
along the corridor on the second floor.” 

They raced down the steps, across the attic, down the ladder and were a 
quarter of the way along the corridor, when they heard the men coming up the 
main staircase. Steed opened the first bedroom door he came to and ducked 
inside. Tara entered another on the opposite side of the hallway. 

Two men came hurrying by. Intent on reaching the ladder, they were totally 
unprepared for assault from behind them. Steed stepped out, tossed his 
umbrella lightly, caught it by the tip, extended it and snared one man’s ankle 
with the handle. The man tripped and fell headlong. 

At the same instant, Tara leaped on the back of the second man and 
chopped him hard at the nape of the neck. It was the first time in her karate 
experience that the side of her hand felt as if it had struck solid steel. The man 
didn’t even wince, merely shrugged hard and threw her off. 

Steed, meanwhile, lifted the umbrella high and clipped his man on the back 
of the head with it, ending his struggles. Then he turned about to help Tara, 
who was backing away from the monster she’d tried to stop. 

He was no ordinary man, for he had a massive bull neck and a pair of 
enormous shoulders. He was undoubtedly very strong, but he wasn’t very 
bright and not overly courageous for all his strength. 

He saw his friend stretched out on the corridor floor and recognized Steed’s 


intent as he moved up, with the umbrella held in rapier fashion. The aching 
neck he was suffering as a result of Tara’s chop caused him to make a quick 
decision. One concerned with self-survival. He turned and fled. 

Tara inspected her hand. “I think he must have been spawned on the surface 
of the moon,” she complained. “He’s as hard as that sample of rock we 
brought back.” 

“We’re in something of a fix,” Steed said. “The man in the observatory will 
soon recover and come down. We'll be caught between two forces and I have 
never liked fighting on two fronts. We’d best do something about it.” 

He stepped into a bedroom, removed the shade and bulb from a lamp and 
thrust the metal end of the umbrella into the open socket. There was a flash 
and all the lights in the house went out. As it was an extremely dark night, the 
blackness was complete. 

Steed let Tara precede him from the room. She turned left, but Steed took a 
right turn, in the direction of the main staircase. 

Tara stumbled against someone. “Steed, I’ve rather lost my sense of 
direction. Steed?” She reached out for the comforting touch of her partner. 
Someone seized her by the wrist and flung her violently against the wall and 
she suddenly realized this was not Steed, but the man he’d knocked out. He’d 
made a very rapid recovery. 

She bounced off the wall lithely and hurled herself at him. She aimed a 
good chop at his throat, but he chose to bend down slightly at that moment 
and she connected just above the eyes. Knowing she’d missed the more vital 
point, she tried again and hit him on the nose, which drew a groan of anguish 
and a punch that caught her on one shoulder and sent her reeling back. 

“That,” she said, “is no way to treat a lady.” 

She rushed forward. There was a clunking sound, but she paid scant heed to 
it. She was far more intent on putting this man into his private dream world. 

Her wrists were seized, both of them, and held firmly. 

“Here, now,” Steed’s voice cautioned. “You can’t take on everybody, my 
dear.” 

“Oh... Steed!” she said. “Did you bean him with the brolly?” 

“Definitely.” 

“But I wanted to have him for myself. He pushed me and then he struck me 
quite hard. He’s no gentleman.” 

“I think we’d best go downstairs now and see if we can rescue Ludlow. 
There can be only two of them. We’ ve taken care of the other pair. 

“They'll quite likely run when we come down, but we can’t leave poor 
Ludlow in their hands too long.” 

They stumbled their way through the dark to the stairs and went down 
them. From the drawing room came sounds of a sharp struggle, punctuated by 
a slap and a warning. 

Steed stepped into the drawing room. His eyes were now accustomed to the 
dark and he could see one figure lying across a divan, while another stood 


above him. Steed moved cautiously in that direction, holding the umbrella 
high. 

He wondered where the fourth man could be—and he discovered the 
answer a second later. The lights came on. Steed stood there blinking, trying 
to focus and seeing nothing. The man guarding Ludlow was the chunky, 
powerful brute whose thick neck had defied Tara’s best chop. Steed would 
have been at a considerable disadvantage except that the beefy man was as 
blinded by the sudden light as Steed. 

Something rushed by Steed and flew at the thickset man. Tara’s karate blow 
hit him on the Adam’s apple and this time the big man just whispered a groan 
and fell down. Tara stepped back with an unladylike grunt of satisfaction. 

She looked up. “Behind you, Steed,” she shouted. 

He spun about, sensing that the new danger would probably be coming 
from Tyrolean Hat, but it was an utter stranger. A rather formidable one as 
well, for he held a wicked-looking spanner as if he intended to strike an anvil 
with it. 

Steed bared the steel sword inside the umbrella stem. He feinted with it and 
drove the man back, then whipped it out of the way as the spanner came down 
in an effort to either break the sword or knock it out of Steed’s hand. 

Steed pinked him lightly along the arm, but not enough to discourage the 
man. The spanner came up again and Steed lunged with the foil... streaking 
the point of it straight toward the man’s face. The oncoming threat of sudden 
demise was enough to make the man retreat. At the last split second, Steed 
changed the course of the thrust to miss him by a scant hair. 

Before he could raise the spanner again, Steed was at him, worrying him 
farther and farther back until he would be against a wall with nowhere to go 
that the point of the foil couldn’t reach first. 

But the man had one final trick. He was unable to raise the spanner above 
his head for a blow because the blade would have stopped that, but he did 
manage to throw it underhand and the heavy wrench came sailing toward 
Steed. 

He leaped aside. The quick movement threw him off balance and he 
stumbled a step or two. Instead of following up this very temporary 
advantage, the man turned and fled to the door. 

At almost the same moment, the chunky man got to his feet, swaying 
dizzily. Tara started to move in. The man twisted aside and rushed for the 
nearest window, plunging through it in a nose dive that carried with him the 
venetian blind, the drapery and most of the glass. 

“Ah,” Tara said with vast satisfaction. “That’s how I like my adversaries. 
Scared!” 

Upstairs, they heard sounds of movement. The man they’d left in the 
corridor came hurtling by the drawing room entrance and continued on 
through the wide-open front door. 

“What a shame,” Steed exclaimed. “I wanted at least one to take home as a 


gift to His Nibs.” 

“The man in the observatory,” Tara said. “Come on!” 

They rushed up the stairs, ran pell-mell down the corridor, yanked down the 
attic ladder, swarmed up it, rushed across the attic floor and took the few steps 
to the observatory. 

There was no one in the room, but a window was wide open and when they 
stepped up to it they saw the fifth man sliding on his bottom down the rough 
surface of the roof. He gave a wild yell as he neared the edge, and the 
momentum launched him neatly into space. He must have landed well and 
unhurt, however, because they heard him scream for his pals to wait. 

Steed said, “Remarkable evening, what?” 

“Indeed. My punches don’t keep them down long enough, though. I think 
PII have to eat more meat—which reminds me that I’m famished.” 

“We’ll soon be on our way,” he said. “Let’s go down and see how poor 
Ludlow is getting along after his ordeal. I wonder where the fifth man popped 
up from? Must have remained with their car and came up to see what was 
wrong.” 

As they descended the steps, a low growl came from the drawing room, 
followed by the wild roar of a lion. Perhaps not quite as powerful, but loud. 

Ludlow said, “How was that, Miss? A lion? You’ve likely heard them in 
the field. How was it? Satisfactory? I wish to know because, if not, I shall 
work on it. The trouble with those ruffians, I didn’t frighten them sufficiently. 
Now a lion is more dangerous than a jaguar. Next time I'll freeze them in fear 
with a lion’s roar. If you approve.” 

“It was very good, Mr. Vance,” Tara told him. “Very good indeed. My 
blood ran cold.” 

“Excellent. My goodness, those chaps were quite angry because I netted 
them. Surely not sporting at all about it. I wonder why they demanded to 
know where my dead brother’s papers were?” 

“They were curious as well as angry,” Steed said. “Are you injured, Mr. 
Vance?” 

“Oh no... a bruise here and there, but we hunters must expect them. Isn’t 
that so, Miss King?” 

“You’re perfectly right, Mr. Vance,” she agreed. “However, if you really 
wish to avoid any more incidents of this kind but still wish to test your 
imitations of wild animals on your friends, I have a suggestion.” 

“Wonderful, Miss King.” 

*Imitate the giraffe. It will take some doing, but, with practice, you might 
succeed.” 

“Generous of you, Miss King. Right! Pll get out my recordings....” He 
frowned. “But... but a giraffe is a silent animal. It has no voice.” 

“Exactly, Mr. Vance,” Tara said. “Exactly!” 
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Tara reluctantly placed her knife and fork on the plate amidst the ruins of a 
once-perfect beefsteak. “Bring on the bull-necked ruffian now. Thank you, 
Major. It was a fine meal and may I ask what you’re so worried about? I 
thought we did rather well with those bullies.” 

“Everything happened so fast,” he said. “Can you recall if we ever faced 
Tyrolean Hat in the light? Or was he one of those in the darkened upstairs hall 
we chilled off a bit?” 

Tara’s mind went back. “He certainly wasn’t the one in the observatory... I 
say, I wonder if that one got all the slivers out? Then there was the iron man 
to whom I referred just a moment ago—he isn’t the type for a Tyrolean hat. In 
fact, I think he was wearing a cap. Then the chap downstairs... nothing 
Tyrolean about him. The unexpected fifth man was a stranger—so Tyrolean 
Hat must have gone to the basement to replace the fuse and departed without 
coming upstairs to bid us farewell. No need for him to, since he’s supposed to 
be dead.” 

“T believe you're right,” Steed said, nodding agreement. “I wasn’t certain of 
my own mental picture of what happened. If Tyrolean Hat had seen us—or 
me—he’d have wondered how Alec Cameron suddenly turned into a storm of 
violence.” 

“Besides, I think I called you Steed a few times and I’m not sure but that 
Ludlow did as well. However, I’m certain Tyrolean Hat did not see either one 
of us.” 

“I feel better. I should certainly not care to undertake our final voyage to 
the moon under the complete control of a man who would know very well we 
were not Alec Cameron and his daughter Maud but, instead, spies in his 
camp.” 

“The wanderers,’ Tara mused. “I wonder if they’re still under proper 
guard.” 

Steed nodded. “Not a bad thought. I’d best find out.” 

He excused himself, hurried to the nearest phone box, and called His Nibs. 

“Its about time you called in, Major,” His Nibs said sternly. “What 
progress have you made?” 

“It's a bit difficult to say over the phone, General.” 

“Well, it will have to keep then. Go find Mr. Cameron and his daughter.” 

“Oh no,” Steed groaned. “Don’t tell me they’ve gone again.” 

“Tricky people—very. The girl pretended to be ill, to be having some sort 
of a spell. The guards sent for the doctor, naturally, and they were so upset 
they forgot to be cautious. When they opened the door to allow the doctor to 
enter, Mr. Cameron sped past the guards, bowled over the doctor and fled. His 
daughter was at his heels.” 


“Umm,” Steed marveled. “They seem far more clever than I believed them 
to be. Did anyone follow them or try to apprehend them? Or were our worthy 
men too overwhelmed with embarrassment to carry on as they should have?” 

“No doubt. In any case, Mr. Cameron and his daughter were met outside 
the hotel. Rather an impromptu meeting, according to the doorman. 
Nevertheless, a car was there which they lost no time getting into, and they 
were driven off.” 

“Tl do what I can,” Steed said. “P1 call around tomorrow some time. 
Sorry I can’t be more definite, but this search may take more time than I 
would estimate now. Good night, sir.” 

He returned to the table. “Your extrasensory perception is working, my 
dear. The Camerons flew the coop, by some rather good chicanery too.” 

“Heavens, Steed, do you think they can be directing all this?” 

“They'd have to be fooling us more than we're fooling them if that’s the 
case.” 

“Well,” she said, “it’s been done, hasn't it? We've been fooled before.” 

“Quite. I think now we’d best begin a search for them.” 

“Steed, P'm tired. I haven't slept much in days.” 

“Be patient,” he counseled her. “This shouldn’t take long. There are no 
more than eight million people in London.” 

She nodded somberly. “That shouldn’t present a problem to a pair who 
have been on the moon twice this week. Shall we begin?” 

In the Bentley, Steed hesitated before he started the engine. “If the 
Camerons are free, they’d naturally gravitate back to Violet Pingree to see if 
they’ve got rid of the rats yet. Wellesley is almost certain to be there too, and 
if he is, the jig is really up.” 

“There’s also another item you’ve overlooked. What of the people who 
hustled the Camerons off in a car?” 

“Ummm.. that too. Still, as we’ve really nowhere to begin, why not with 
Violet Pingree?” 

“The old girl will be getting worried about us if we don’t show up soon,” 
Tara said. “It will be a good place to start.” 

It was better than they expected, for they found Violet in a state of great 
agitation. “I demand to know what’s going on. First of all, I received a 
telephone call from Uncle Alec. Not you, Major. The real Uncle Alec. He 
wishes to know if the house is safe to live in yet. Naturally, I couldn’t 
understand what he was talking about, but he didn’t have the patience to 
explain. He insisted on talking to Wellesley, so I put him on.” 

“What did Wellesley say?” Tara asked. 

“Hello. Something like that.” 

“I mean after that?” 

“He said, merely, “The usual place?’ That was all. And when he hung up, 
he packed his small bag with a few things and went off without so much as a 
good night. I’m afraid the poor man’s a bit barmy.” 


Steed said, “I doubt it. Just pressure of business. I can tell you he’s been 
under quite a strain. We’ve been with him, you know, and he’s under 
tremendous pressure in his business. We must leave now. Important 
appointment at the office. Good night, Mrs. Pingree. Thank you very much.” 

He sent the Bentley speeding out of London, paying little heed to traffic 
violations. “I can guess what happened. Tyrolean Hat, or his boss, or someone 
prominent in the moon-trip business, was entering the Savoy for some reason 
best known to himself, just as Uncle Alec and Maud came rushing out, with 
our men in pursuit. No doubt some of our men called to Alec and Maud to 
stop. ‘Stop, Alec Cameron! Stop, Maud Cameron!’ Something of that nature. 
So our friends who run the moon-express business grew a bit puzzled. If this 
was Alec and Maud Cameron, who were the people with the same name 
who’d bought passage to the moon?” 

“Oh, my aunt,” Tara cried out in dismay. “They’ve got poor Pingree 
somewhere to identify these people.” 

“About my way of thinking.” 

“Steed... Pingree doesn’t know them. He’s never seen them in his life and 
he has accepted us as the Camerons. In turn, the Camerons have never seen 
him either so how can they accept him? They believe we are Wellesley and 
Violet. It’s a bit of a mess, but it may just be that all this confusion will pull us 
through. Where are we going, by the way?” 

“To the airfield in the marsh. Pingree thinks he’s being sent to the moon. 
He packed a bag as usual.” The wind whipped at them. “Ah... if there was 
ever a faster, more reliable car than this old girl...” 

Tara could think of several, but she wisely kept such information to herself. 
She rested as much as the roar of the wind in the open car permitted. Also, her 
hair, buffeted by the wind, was slapping at her face and becoming a wild 
tangle. When Steed turned down the narrow, little-used lane, she ran fingers 
through it and sat up, completely alert. 

Once again they parked the car so that it was hidden, at least to a casual 
glance. They didn’t resort to the marshes this time, but marched straight up 
the dirt road. 

“Beware the dogs,” Steed reminded her. 

But they heard no barking, and when they came into view of the field 
nobody seemed to be about. The space where the sphere had rested and landed 
was barren. The two large sheds seemed to be abandoned. 

“Likely they’ ve flown,” Steed said. 

“If they've gone to the moon, they've gotten off scot-free. There's only one 
space-conquering sphere that I know of.” 

“It could also be a trap. We’d best use considerable caution, but I do feel 
we must see what’s inside the sheds. Perhaps we’ll stumble on the sphere 
itself and that would be quite a find.” 

They made a rather wide circle of the landing area, barely avoiding the 
marshes, and came toward the sheds from the rear of them. When they were 


close, they went down on hands and knees and crawled until they were against 
the rear wall of one shed. They grew very quiet and listened intently. There 
wasn’t a sound. 

They made their way around to the front, always alert for trouble and ready 
to meet it or promptly retreat, depending on what it turned out to be. They 
reached the main door, which was big enough to handle the sphere with plenty 
to spare. Set in this sliding, hangar-type door was a smaller hinged one. Steed 
opened it. Inside was darkness. He took a long chance and sprayed away the 
dark with the beam of his electric torch. There was nothing inside. 

Still being very quiet and careful, they moved to the second shed. Again 
they used a similar small door set in the larger one. Again the beam of the 
torch broke through the darkness, but this time they had some luck. Propped 
up against the farther wall, so bound with heavy ropes that they looked 
mummified, sat Alec and Maud Cameron. 

Their eyes were filled with fear as the light approached, until Steed turned it 
on himself and Tara. The fear died away, to be replaced with hope. 

They were gagged and Tara lost no time in freeing them of the oily rags 
while Steed began working on the ropes. He helped Maud to her feet. Tara put 
her arms around the frightened girl and comforted her until her father was also 
free. 

“We have been grossly insulted, our dignity disturbed as never before,” 
Alec Cameron complained. “Wellesley, do you know what those people did? 
They demanded to know who we really were. When we told them, they didn’t 
believe it. They sent for someone—just before he arrived, they said it would 
be Wellesley Pingree. You can well imagine how grateful I was, for I thought 
you would walk in and identify me and we'd be out of the clutches of those 
horrible people. I know that sounds shocking, but I can't help it. Do you know 
they told me I was suspected of being a traitor to England, that they were 
security officers and they had to be very certain about us? But when the man 
Pingree arrived, he wasn't you at all. He was a miserable little man carrying a 
blue in-flight bag who promptly said we were not Alec and Maud Cameron. 
That we were impostors.” 

“What happened after that?” Steed asked. 

“They took this little man away.” 

“Did you hear the sounds of a roar of engines... very powerful engines?” 

“Yes... immediately afterwards. Then two of them returned and tied us up 
like this. That's all there is to it. Thank goodness, you came along.” 

“When you were brought here,” Tara asked, “was there some sort of 
strange vehicle parked before this building?” 

“I don’t know. They blindfolded us.” 

‘T ve never been so terrified in my life,’ Maud complained. “Have you any 
idea what this is about?” 

“I suppose it’s one of those cases of mistaken identity. I’m afraid it’s 
mostly your fault, though,” Steed told them. 


“What in the world did we do?” Alec asked. 

“You were asked to remain under the protection of the authorities, but you 
refused to do so. It was just this sort of thing they were trying to protect you 
from.” 

“It was an idiotic thing to do,” Maud declared. “If we ever get back, we 
won’t budge again until you come for us, Cousin Wellesley.” 

“Good. I’ve only a two-seater, but if you’d like to try hanging on, perhaps 
we can make it.” 

“Anything to get out of this place. Even,’ Maud declared through tight lips, 
“if it's undignified.” 
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His Nibs listened patiently while Tara and Steed gave him a condensed report 
of what had happened. 

“The question is,” Steed said, “should we take a chance and go on another 
trip to the moon? It’s possible these people have guessed that Tara and I are 
not Alec and Maud Cameron, no matter how much Pingree insisted we are.” 

“It would be a shame if you didn’t go,” His Nibs said. 

“Especially since the trip is paid for,” Tara remarked. 

“Exactly what I was thinking. Among other things,’ His Nibs hastened to 
add. “Of course, the decision is up to you.” 

“I doubt very much we’d enjoy being stranded on the moon, sir.” 

“General, how long will it be before the Americans or Russians land 
someone on the moon?” Tara asked. 

‘T ve already gone into that, Miss King. Somewhat in preparation for a 
situation like this, ľ ve already contacted those two countries.” 

“Ah, that’s good. Very thoughtful of you, sir,” Steed said. 

“Ah—yes. Well, the Americans said they couldn’t possibly get anyone on 
the moon for another year. They were very indefinite, though I do suppose 
they can’t pinpoint the time as yet.” 

“I don’t believe we'd last until they got there,” Tara said. “It would be a 
question of food, water and air.” 

“What about the Russians?” Steed asked. 

“Well, I contacted one of their most important men and I put the question to 
him quite bluntly. There was a long pause—oh, at least five minutes. Then he 
said, ‘Nyet? My ears are still ringing. Devilishly impolite fellows, those 
Russians, when they want to be.” 

“So the situation is as before. If we go, it will be knowing very well that our 
real identities may be known and we might be cast adrift in space... what a 
horrible thought!... or abandoned on the moon, or merely murdered here on 
earth.” 

“TIl wager if they're suspicious of us, we'll be taken aboard the space 
sphere as quickly as they can arrange it,” Tara said. 

“I agree. The decision has to be made now. What do you think, Tara?” 

“If we are marooned up there, Pd best wear everything leather. It will 
protect me from the cold, no doubt, and certainly it will help if we have to 
clamber over a few million of those strange pinnacles. Black leather... look 
absolutely perfect for the role of the sly spy.” 

“Its settled then,” Steed said. He shook hands with His Nibs across the 
desk. “Good-bye, sir. We'll blink a light or something up there. If we don't 
report in during the next, say—two days I’ve left dictated tape in my machine. 
Simply have it transcribed and I’m certain you can take it from there.” 


“Thank you, Steed. PII be sure that you and Miss King are mentioned to the 
Queen.” 

“That will be nice,” Tara said morosely. “I left the key to my flat on Major 
Steed’s desk. If... matters do not develop satisfactorily, please see to it that 
someone in need gets... everything.” 

She and Steed filed out solemnly. Tara had him drive her around to her fiat 
and wait in the Bentley while she went upstairs and changed. When she 
reappeared, she wore long black leather boots over black trousers, a black 
shirt of cotton, a jacket and gauntlets. Except for the shirt, everything was of 
heavy leather. 

“How do you like it?” she asked Steed before she climbed into the Bentley. 

“Don’t walk about in the dark or people will bump into you,” he said. “I’m 
going as I am.” 

“Always the gentleman,” she said. “But I did bring you a fresh carnation. 
The one I gave you this morning was rather badly crushed during your 
gymnastics at Ludlow Vance’s place.” 

“Thank you,” he said as she affixed the boutonniere. “My morale has gone 
up several notches. Minor ones. In fact, infinitesimal ones, but definitely up.” 

He drove around to the Pingree residence, where they found Violet in 
another state of high agitation, though she seemed to calm down somewhat at 
sight of them. 

“Have you found Wellesley?” she asked. 

“Not yet, but I’m sure he’s quite all right.” 

“Well, he certainly hasn’t gone on another trip, at least. He telephoned 
about fifteen minutes ago and asked for you. Do you know, he never even 
asked for me?” 

“No doubt an oversight due to a great pressure of business,” Tara said. 

“Will he call back?” Steed asked. 

“I don’t know. He was most indefinite and he actually hung up on me when 
I asked him why the car would be waiting.” 

“Car? What car?” Steed asked. 

“I don’t know. One was being sent around for you and it will wait at the 
usual place. What’s going on, Major? Am I losing my mind, or my husband, 
or both?” 

“Neither, Mrs. Pingree,” he assured her. “Everything is about to be 
straightened out now. Just be patient.” 

He led Tara out to the parking area. “I don’t like this business. They seem 
to be in a bit of a rush,” he said. 

“I agree. Though it does seem they’d hardly take us on another trip if they 
suspected we’re from the Ministry—or any other agency, for that matter.” 

“True. We’re surrounded by complexities. One idea wipes out the other. 
Never mind—we do get paid to take chances, my dear. We shall probably find 
the car at the curb by now.” 

They walked slowly down the drive to the street, for they were in no hurry. 


The car was there, with the same man at the wheel. If he’d been told he was 
picking up a pair of dangerous infiltrators, he gave no sign of it. 

*P m sorry this had to be so impromptu,” he apologized, “but these things 
are controlled by the position of the moon, y’ know.” 

“Precisely,” Steed said. “We’d certainly not want the sphere to miss it.” 

“Will Mr. Pingree be going with us?” Tara asked. 

“I don’t believe so. Mr. Tebbett is standing by, however.” 

“Oh, good,” Steed said. If Tebbett was going along, they were surely not 
contemplating anything like murder or abandonment. Tara also dwelled on 
this matter and felt considerably relieved. They drew on their sleep masks as 
ordered and the car moved away. 

They didn’t have much to say during the automobile part of the journey to 
the moon, though when the late traffic closed in on the car, Steed thought that 
quite possibly they could get to the moon faster. Tara wondered if they’d ever 
get out of the mad scramble of cars to reach their destination. They did finally, 
though; and when the car pulled up at the field, the sphere was there waiting, 
the gangplank door down and Tebbett already inside. His eyes chided them 
for their delay. He seemed impatient to take off. 
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Tebbett strapped himself down. The hatch was closed, the sphere in readiness 
for takeoff. Tara and Steed also prepared themselves. 

“This is what Pve been waiting for,’ Tebbett confided, with considerable 
satisfaction. “We’ll be among the very first to have property on the moon.” 

“Just imagine,” Tara said. *There won't even be any taxes on it.” 

“Never thought of that,” Tebbett said happily. “You’re quite right, you 
know. No taxes... wonderful.” 

The whining noise began, word came over the speakers to stand by, then to 
brace themselves. They felt the sudden jar as the sphere left the ground. It 
seemed that they were climbing rapidly. This was familiar to them by now, 
but there was no lessening of the concern they felt as they became airborne. 
The climbing sensation finally ended and they seemed to be floating, being 
carried to the moon at a speed Tara didn’t like to think about. Her and Steed’s 
radios were in place so they could talk if there was need to. 

“I thought Mr. Pingree would be along this time,” Steed said. “He’s very 
eager about this, you know.” 

“Well,” Tebbett said uncertainly, “I suppose it does cost a vast amount of 
money just to get this thing off the ground and possibly we make better speed 
with only three passengers instead of four. Then too, Pingree has had his third 
trip. He’s one up on us.” 

“Didn’t give that a thought,” Steed confessed. He opened his thermos of 
soup and poured some into the cup. Tara gave him an inquiring look that 
asked as plainly as words if he intended to eat the food, knowing it had been 
drugged on previous flights. He gave a tiny nod of his head. 

The speakers clicked and the same voice came over. Tebbett, who was now 
lying down on his contour chair, didn’t even turn to face the speakers as Tara 
and Steed did. 

“Good evening again, my friends. I’m very happy that you decided to go all 
the way. Very soon now, you may select any area of the moon you wish and 
we shall grant you a clear title to it. Are there any questions, please?” 

“How long do you think it will be before we actually begin colonizing the 
moon?” Tara asked. 

“Reasonably soon. Say—six months. As you may realize, we must have 
more people for the colony and—to be blunt about it—the money they will 
supply us. This undertaking has been fantastically expensive, and it will take a 
great deal more in the near future. That’s why we insist that it be kept a strict 
secret. We want to select the people for the first colony. In that way we’ll not 
have to contend with hordes of cheap adventurers and publicity-seekers.” 

“Quite the proper way to go about it,” Steed approved. 

“Thank you, Mr. Cameron.” 


Steed turned to Tara. “Will you please hold up one of your leather 
gauntlets, my dear? Good.” He raised his voice. “Do you think gauntlets of 
leather as thick as that will suffice on the moon? You see, Miss Cameron has 
already decided to open a store there when things get going, and naturally she 
is eager to know what merchandise will be in demand there.” 

Tebbett turned on his back and grinned. The radio voice said, “They seem 
entirely adequate.” 

“Thank you,” Steed said. “I feel very tired... actually drowsy. It’s quite 
some time to landing, so I think Pl rest a bit.” 

Tara was already settling down for sleep. Steed’s eyelids closed, despite his 
efforts to keep them open. There was no question any more about their food 
being drugged. Tebbett began to snore lightly. Steed lay back and let himself 
drift off. If this was the culmination of a plot against them, it was too late to 
do anything about it, so there was no point in worrying. He fell into deep 
slumber and remained asleep until the speakers awakened him as the sphere 
began to come in for its landing. 

“This time, because you have fulfilled all the terms of our bargain, you may 
take as much time to move about and pick the location of your property as 
you choose. There are no restrictions except that you must respect the sections 
already sold. Be prepared for the landing in seven minutes.” 

“Let’s pick areas adjacent to one another,” Tebbett suggested. “We 
pioneers should stick together.” 

“Well said, Mr. Tebbett. I agree.” 

“Tt will be nice,” Tara added somewhat uncertainly, “to have neighbours.” 

The sphere made its usual rough landing while the engines whined and 
made talking impossible. When the noise died away, the three passengers 
congratulated one another. The landing had been successful. They broke out 
the suits, the little tanks containing the highly compressed oxygen, and the 
transparent helmets which screwed tightly down into the neck of the suits so 
there was no chance of leaks. 

As he had done before, Steed grasped his umbrella and retained a firm grip 
on his bowler, which, of course, refused to fit into the headgear. The 
gangplank slid down, Tara walked out first, and stopped suddenly, emitting a 
cry of dismay. 

“Why, it’s night,” she complained. 

“How in the world do we pick out our property in darkness?” Tebbett 
demanded. 

“Not cricket,” Steed said stoutly. “Not by half.” 

“My friends,” the radio voice said, “there is little of the night left. You shall 
have all the daylight you require. 'm sorry. I should have warned you that 
this landing was, through force of circumstances, to be made at night. Why 
not spend the time inspecting the area close by the sphere?” 

“Thank you.” Steed raised his umbrella as a token that they understood and 
appreciated the explanation. 


Tebbett was already moving out, away from the sphere. Some light from it 
illuminated a brief area outside and it seemed they’d landed in about the same 
spot as before. Which wasn’t surprising because it appeared to be the only flat 
surface on all of the moon they’d seen so far. On the other hand, it was rather 
surprising, Steed thought, that a landing from a point many thousands of miles 
away could be pinpointed as accurately every time. 

It was now perfectly safe for them to speak by way of their radios. Steed 
said, “So far, all seems quite normal, Tara.” 

“T feel very uneasy, Steed.” 

“Frankly, so do I. I have for some time. Well, Tebbett’s foraging beyond 
the range of light slipping through the door, so we might as well follow in his 
wake.” 

They crawled up one of the pinnacles and down the other side, using 
torches for light and Steed’s umbrella to assist them. He shone the beam of his 
light all about. There were no signs of Tebbett. He had been using a torch too, 
but apparently he was resting somewhere and not using the batteries 
unnecessarily. Steed and Tara toiled on. They managed now to avoid the 
pinnacles by working their way between them, though the going was no less 
rough. 

“How far are we from the sphere?” Tara asked. 

“No idea, but my legs are growing a bit tired so we must have covered 
considerable ground.” 

“Shall we go on?” 

“What else is there to do?” 

“I wonder where Tebbett has disappeared to.” 

“So do I. I haven't been able to see his torch for some time now. Of course, 
you know he was in full charge of this expedition and the others as well.” 

“Really? How did you come by such a decision?” 

‘T ve rather suspected that the voice from the speakers aboard the sphere 
wasn’t coming all the way from the earth. There wasn’t the slightest radio 
interference. Then, just before we landed tonight, I asked the unseen speaker 
if your gauntlet was the right quality for use on the moon and he answered 
that it would suit.” 

“Steed,” she exclaimed with sudden awareness, “only Tebbett was aboard. 
He’s the only man who could have seen the gauntlet.” 

“He’s been using a throat mike the same as the ones we’re using now.” 

“But if he is in charge, then he must be one of the men running this 
operation. If it’s crooked, won’t he attempt to do us in?” 

“Quite likely. I thought of returning to the sphere and refusing to allow him 
inside unless we were guaranteed a safe return to the earth. But I doubt we 
could pull it off. Probably he has a gun. It’s even possible there are men 
hidden close by to take us in hand if we show that we’re on to their scheme.” 

“What scheme?” she asked. “What’s behind this? Money?” 

“Naturally. They got a hundred thousand pounds from Pingree, the same 


from you and me. Also, a similar amount from poor Harold Vance and from 
heaven knows how many others.” 

Tara sat down on a rounded mound of substance that didn’t look like earth 
to her. “Steed, I want to know one thing. Are we really on the moon? And if 
not, where are we? And if we are—what’ll we do about getting back if 
Tebbett abandons us? As he is quite probably about to do.” 

“I have my doubts that we're on the moon. By daylight, we'll push on 
farther than last time and see what’s to be seen. As to doing anything about 
preventing Tebbett from marooning us, I can’t think of a single thing.” 

Tara shivered. “How far do you think we are from the sphere?” 

“Perhaps a mile. We did rather well this time.” 

“You’re deliberately taking the risk that we are not on the moon,” she said. 
“T think I should have been consulted about it, Steed. Do you think it’s fair?” 

“I didn’t make up my mind until Tebbett explained about your gauntlet and 
gave the show away. Undoubtedly they were aware of our true identity before 
the takeoff. They never had any intention of letting us return.” 

Tara got up abruptly. “Let’s go back to the sphere and attempt to reason 
with Tebbett.” 

“He’s not likely to listen to reason, my dear.” 

“He’ll reason with me. He doesn’t have the iron neck of that cohort of his I 
had so much trouble with.” 

“Very well. If you insist.” 

They started to retrace their steps, but after ten minutes they came to the 
realization that they were completely lost. Every direction they turned to 
looked the same. They’d not ventured this far in the darkness before. 

*T m afraid we bungled,” Tara said. 

“Afraid so. I haven’t the faintest idea in which direction the sphere is. Best 
thing we can do is wait for daylight.” 

“Then we'd better stay where we are and not wander farther away,” Tara 
suggested. “Steed, are you guessing that we’re not on the moon?” 

“Yes, rather.” 

“If we are on the moon, T'll only give you one chocolate bar to my two,” 
she said, her smile mischievous. 

“You came provided?” 

“All my pockets would hold. There is a question of water, though.” 

“And our air supply.” 

“Let’s not talk about it until morning. It’s getting me down.” 

They sat side by side on another mound and glumly contemplated their 
immediate and, likely, brief future if they were on the moon. 

Tara jumped to her feet. “Look, Steed, a light! Tebbett’s flashing a light at 
the spot where the sphere is parked. We must have been wrong about him. I 
say, let’s not forfeit this opportunity...” 

There was a roaring sound all about them. It grew louder and louder. The 
beam of light from the sphere shot straight upwards unwaveringly. The 


roaring beat at their eardrums. Suddenly the beam of light winked out, the 
roar reached its zenith and then began to fade. 

Tara groaned in despair and sat down slowly. “He’s taken off and left us. 
Steed, I have an awful feeling that this is the moon. Otherwise, why would he 
do that? If we’re on the earth, we could catch up with him and he knows it. 
We are on the moon.” 
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The dawn, at first grey, turned to a pale pink which deepened to red and 
finally became a radiant gold. A wonderful and frightening sunrise to Tara 
and Steed, now seated on a small plateau behind a thin wall of rock with 
weirdly shaped windows eroded through it from which they had a perfect 
panoramic view of everything within range. 

They looked about, their features as bleak as the terrain. On every side were 
the pinnacles, reaching endlessly into the distance. There wasn’t the remotest 
sign of life. Not even a bird, or a small animal scurrying about. 

“Well, Steed?” Tara asked by means of the radio. 

‘T m afraid I guessed wrong,” he said. “Forgive me.” 

“Then you believe we are on the moon.” 

He waved a hand toward the distances. “Where, on the planet Earth, is there 
anything like this? Certainly the depressions and the peaks are the result of 
eons of erosion and of pounding by meteors. Nothing lives here, nothing 
grows here. I'd like one of the chocolate bars now.” 

Quite solemnly, Tara extracted two of them from a pocket, handling them 
rather clumsily because of the gauntlets. She proffered one to Steed. 

“One pertinent thing, my dear Tara,” he commented. “How do we eat 
through these helmets, eh?” 

“Oh, dear me,” she said. “I never gave that a thought. Do you think they’re 
required up here?” 

“Assuming we are on the moon—and I’m inclined toward that idea now— 
we'd probably die in a moment or two from the pressure and lack of air if we 
remove the helmets.” 

“Isn’t that splendid?’ Tara asked. “We have a choice. We can starve to 
death while we're breathing, or smother to death while we're eating.” 

“Rather,” Steed said glumly, and he looked out over the incredible and 
impossible terrain again. “Chaos and destruction, that’s what this looks like. 
We must be on the moon.” 

“And this time, the Palace Guard or the American Marines won’t come to 
the rescue,” Tara sighed. “The question now seems to be, shall we go on 
walking over this... this awful land—or sit here and die in comfort?” 

“Let’s walk,” he suggested. “Sitting here is too much like giving up.” 

“I hope if Tebbett brings anyone else up here, we're still alive when the 
sphere lands, so we can queer his awful trick.” 

‘Td rather take possession of the sphere, though that wouldn't do much 
good. There’s not a control on it that I ever saw. We were being guided by 
remote control from the earth. There are an awful lot of impossible things 
about this, Tara.” 

*Including the fact that we're up here and everything else is down there. If 


you wish to walk, it’s fine with me. I’m getting nervous sitting here.” 

Steed plucked at a bit of dry brush beside him. “Have you noticed, my dear, 
that there is vegetation of sorts here?” 

Tara said, “I’ve noticed these dry weeds, if that’s what you mean. They 
don’t look edible and that’s the only reason they’d interest me. By the looks 
of them, they’ve been dead for centuries.” 

“But nothing is supposed to grow or live on the moon.” 

Tara crumpled a few of the dry stalks. *To me, Steed, this is nothing.” 

They climbed down off the strange plateau and saw now that there were 
many others, almost all provided with these weird windows. As the morning 
progressed, the colors of the pinnacles and plateaus changed. Sometimes they 
were pink, more often white or grey. The blackness appeared to have been at 
the level spot where the sphere had landed, and to the rear of it. From the 
point where they were now, there wasn’t enough flat surface to land a kite. 

They trudged on, their radios shut off to preserve power. It seemed to be 
getting warmer and Tara could feel the chocolate bars softening in her 
pockets. The sun beat down on them, its rays growing stronger minute by 
minute. 

Before long, their feet were burning. Tara’s heavy leather clothing provided 
a regular steam bath. Through Steed’s helmet, Tara could see his face also 
beaded with perspiration. She turned on her radio. 

“Steed, P'm dying of heat.” 

“Cheer up,” he said. “By night, you'll freeze. Wait here while I clamber up 
one of these blasted spires again.” 

He crawled up the steep, all but impossible, side of the pinnacle, looked out 
in all directions and then slid down. 

“See anything?” Tara asked. 

“Fifty thousand miles of the same,” he said. 

“Are we done for, Steed?” 

“Not as long as we keep moving. I wonder how much air there is in one of 
the little tanks we carry. I’m afraid you can compress air so much and no 
more.” 

*T m sure when it gives out, we'll know. I say, let's keep walking.” 

Something slithered from behind the shade of a pinnacle. Tara screamed 
through the open mike, inflicting a harrowing din on Steed’s ears. 

“What was it?” she asked. 

“Looked to me like a small reptile. Some sort of lizard.” 

“Then there is life on the moon and, with our luck, what we saw was a baby 
lizard and the mamas and papas are fifty feet long, six stories high and 
awfully hungry.” 

“Odd,” Steed mused. “Lizards on the moon.” 

“Well, they are said to be prehistoric in origin,” Tara said. “You’d expect to 
find them on the prehistoric moon, wouldn’t you?” 

“I suppose you're right. Let's push on.” 


“One thing, Steed, why do you insist on carrying that bowler? What use is 
it here when you haven’t a head to put it on?” 

‘T m fond of the thing, I guess. What does it matter? If we finally have to 
take the helmets off and lie down and die, I'll put on the bowler and die like a 
gentleman. But you have given me a wonderful idea, Tara. I’m also carrying 
my brolly.” 

“And what does that signify? Oh, Steed, I never really thought of it as 
actually being an umbrella...” 

He opened it and held it over them and she took his arm as they stumbled 
over the rough ground. “We were strolling in the month of May,” she sang. 
“Umbrellas are darling things. Never be without one, Steed.” 

It did help with the shade it provided, so they were able to keep moving and 
the sun became less of a hazard. They passed a few thousand pinnacles, Steed 
estimated glumly; and before long, their steps began to falter out of sheer 
fatigue. Tara finally sat down. 

*T m tired and I’m soaked with perspiration and I’m thirsty and hungry,” 
she complained. Then she turned the helmet his way and smiled. “Other than 
that, I feel wonderful.” 

“Thank you,” he said, “for being brave about this and not blaming me as a 
complete idiot for guessing we were not on the moon. I’m going to climb 
another spire.” 

He was rather expert at it by now and reached the top quite easily. He clung 
to it and scanned in all directions. He blinked once, closed his eyes tightly, 
opened them and looked again. There seemed to be an end to this barrenness 
and, unless his eyes were playing tricks, he could see something green. A tree 
perhaps... or grass. He slid down the spire. 

“Tara—something ahead of us. Green... trees... grass... something. I don’t 
know what, but something.” 

Tara was looking up at the sky. “And above us, if that’s not a vulture, I’ve 
never seen them—in Africa, India, Malaya and South America.” 

Steed watched the slow-moving bird for a moment. “You’re right, that 
certainly is a vulture. Come along!” 

Inspired by hope, they moved faster and Steed soon discovered that he had 
been right. As they kept going, the spires grew shorter and finally were 
represented only by foot-high mounds. They could now travel faster and more 
easily. Even the heat seemed to have abated. 

They saw their first tree and broke into a stumbling run for its cool shelter. 
A tree meant there had to be water somewhere. Then there were many more 
trees which they plunged under, seeking relief from the blazing sunlight. 

“Wonderful,” Tara exclaimed. “Steed, I’m proud of you for finding this.” 

“It seems to have found us,” he corrected her. “I wonder what's beyond 
these trees.” 

“It’s enough to imagine trees on the moon,” she said happily. 

When they reached the limits of the forest growth, it was like coming upon 


a completely unexpected scene. Ahead of them was a road—actually a street, 
with houses on either side of it. With people moving about. 

“They... look like us,” Tara exclaimed. “Steed, they’re no different than we 
are. Come on....” 

They began running, hand in hand. They couldn’t hear anything because of 
the helmets, but they saw one woman suddenly turn and face them. She was 
carrying two large bags of groceries and both went flying into the air as she 
opened her mouth and shrieked, though they couldn’t hear the cry. Other 
people stopped, stared and then dispatched themselves to points elsewhere. 

There’d been, perhaps, twenty or thirty people on the street one moment, 
not a soul the next. 

“Oh, Steed,” Tara said. ““We’ ve alarmed them no end.” 

Steed pulled her to a stop. “I’m afraid so, but I did notice a most peculiar 
thing. None of them seem to require artificial air. Tara, help me with this 
helmet. I’m going to risk being free of it.” 

“Do you think you should? They may have breathing apparatus different 
from ours.” 

“Have to risk it. Come on... give me a hand here.” 

They got the helmet unscrewed. Steed, using both hands, lifted it slightly, 
waited for the reaction from terrific atmospheric pressure, experienced none 
and removed the helmet entirely. He threw it to one side and drew in deep 
breaths of sweet air. Then he hurriedly freed Tara of her helmet. 

"Isn't it wonderful?” she asked. 

Two men, one armed with a shotgun, came toward them, moving warily, 
ready to cut and run for it at the slightest provocation. 

“I wonder what language they speak?” Tara asked. 

Steed carefully raised the bowler and set it atop his head. He’d closed the 
umbrella when they’d entered the forest and now he hung it on his arm. He 
moved forward, somewhat clumsily in the space suit. The two men came to a 
halt, being uncertain about the whole business. Steed proceeded to remove the 
suit and got Tara out of hers., The two men came forward again. 

“How d’ye do?” Steed said politely. 

“Howdy,” one man said. “What in blazes you two made up fer?” 

“He speaks English,” Tara marveled. 

The two men looked at each other, then back at Tara, as if she were bereft 
of her senses. ““What’d you expect us to speak—Hindu?” 

“Let’s not get excited,” Steed said. “May I ask where we are?” 

They disregarded the question. One said, “British, ain't you?” 

“Yes, rather. Please, where are we?” Tara asked. 

“This here is Cedar Pass.” 

“Cedar Pass,” Steed said vaguely. “We are on the planet Earth, I presume?” 

One man rotated a finger around the vicinity of his temple as he regarded 
his friend. He addressed Steed. “Yep, this here’s Earth all right. Like we said, 
Cedar Pass, South Dakota.” 


Steed said, “The United States of America?” 

“I dunno,” the other man said, shaking his head in wonderment, “I met lost 
folks before, especially in the Badlands, but I never met anybody who didn't 
know what town they were in, what state, what country, or what planet.” 

*The Badlands,” Steed cried out happily. *Of course. Do you have a 
telephone?” 

“Yep. We're civilized enough for that.” 

“Wonderful. I want to phone London.” 

“You can do that too if you got the money for it.” 

The townspeople ventured out as Steed and Tara passed by. Steed kept 
tipping his bowler and bowing. “We are ambassadors, sort of,” he told Tara. 
“Have to let them know we’re appreciative.” 

“The Badlands,” Tara said very quietly. “So aptly named, Steed. They were 
the worst lands I’ve ever seen in my life, but you must admit they do look like 
the surface of the moon. Or what we're led to believe the surface looks like.” 

‘T m quite sure Mr. Tebbett and all the others involved in this conspiracy 
thought so as well.” 

“But how’d we get here? Can you shoot a capsule from England to Cedar 
Pass, South Dakota, U.S.A.?” 

“It’s been done,” Steed said. “It’s been done, Tara. We were on it. What we 
have to do is cover the distance even faster by telephone so His Nibs can set 
out his dragnet for Tebbett before he gets away scot-free with all that money 
he’s taken in.” 

“A con game,” Tara sighed. “The biggest con game in the world. They sold 
us the moon.” 
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There was no trouble about customs, passports, or visas after His Nibs 
contacted the State Department in Washington. A military jet was dispatched 
to an airfield in a nearby city. Steed and Tara, properly fed and rested, were 
escorted to a car by everyone in town. Cedar Pass would never forget the 
space-suited, helmeted pair who emerged from the Badlands exactly like two 
pilgrims from another planet, scaring the daylights out of the people in the 
process. But that was now accepted with a laugh because Tara and Steed had 
been just as mistaken and just as timorous. 

They were flown directly to Kennedy Airport in New York where they 
were met by three or four hundred reporters, article writers, radio people, 
television personalities and a hundred cameras grinding, whirring and clicking 
away. 

There was a BOAC jet waiting for them and after they made their 
statements to the press, they went aboard. Ten minutes later, they lifted off the 
strip and were airborne in the direction of the Atlantic Ocean. 

The trip was uneventful, mostly because they slept soundly all through it. 
At Heathrow, they were met by another horde of reporters, some shouting at 
them in foreign languages. There was a small, special group waiting, given 
the considerable courtesy of being blocked off from the crowd. It consisted of 
Violet and Wellesley Pingree, Alec Cameron and his daughter Maud, along 
with His Nibs, who seemed rather bored with the whole thing. 

Once in a limousine, they rolled rapidly in the direction of London while 
His Nibs did a bit of explaining. 

“When you phoned me, I instantly set out our net and we came up with a 
very good catch. Of course, the people behind this—at least the vital ones— 
were quite intelligent and cooperative. They realized the jig was up, so they 
talked quite willingly. It seems they thought up this idea of impressing certain 
—ah—gullible people with the idea of buying property on the surface of the 
moon. So far, we have rounded up eleven of the gullible and there are seven 
more who have fled into retirement rather than admit they were buncoed. 
Major, can you imagine people as half-witted as to buy land on the moon?” 

“Yes,” Steed said somewhat rigidly, “I can. In fact, I did. Some day, in a 
spirit of adventure, go to the Badlands in South Dakota. It’s a perfect 
substitute for a landing on the moon, but the journey is far easier, much less 
hazardous and you'll find exactly the same thing you'd find on the moon. That 
is, I think it is exactly what you’d find on the moon.” 

“Precisely,” His Nibs declared. “At any rate, we have recovered most of the 
money bilked from these gullibles. The two hundred thousand pounds you and 
Miss King turned over to them is already back under the control of the 
Exchequer. A considerable amount was spent on the materials and plans for 


this enterprise by the thieves, but no one is going to be cheated out of very 
much.” 

“What about the marshland site for the takeoff point?” Tara asked. 

“It’s well guarded.” 

“And exactly how was this done?” Steed asked. “I have an idea, but it is 
rather fantastic and I would like substantiation.” 

*P m glad you've an idea,” Tara said. “I confess I haven't. All I know is 
that I got aboard a sphere, the door closed, engines whined, something sent us 
hurtling off the ground and we were flying. No doubt of it—you couldn’t 
duplicate that sensation artificially. We landed to the tune of retro motors, or 
whatever they were. We jolted down and... we may not have traveled two 
hundred-odd thousand miles to the moon, but we certainly traveled a few 
thousand miles to Cedar Pass, South Dakota, U.S.A.” 

“Everything is still at the takeoff site,” His Nibs explained. “After you’re 
both rested, go out there and see for yourselves.” 

They dropped Tara at her flat, drove around to Steed’s and let him off. 
Before he tumbled into bed, he telephoned Tara. 

“TIl pick you up at ten. Happy dreams, my dear.” 

“They'll be nightmares, Steed, but they'll be happy ones. Did the 
pavements of London ever feel so good?” 

“Good night,” he said. 

He settled himself in bed, turned off the light, closed his eyes and went 
back to the land of spires, pinnacles, weird plateaus and colours. He tossed 
and turned and heard the mighty whine of the engines that ran the sphere. He 
was up at eight, had a hasty breakfast and appeared at Tara’s flat at ten 
minutes before nine. She was waiting for him. 

“Couldn’t sleep,” she said. “I was about to call you. Thanks for coming 
around for me ahead of time.” 

He nodded and they made their way out to where the Bentley was parked. 
She paused to look at it. “I’ve been wrong, Major. She is a grand old girl. Up 
there on the moon, I remembered her like this.” 

“I thought you'd recognize her value,” he said gaily. “Hop in and we'll spin 
out to the landing field and see what’s what.” 

There were police on guard and Steed had to use his red card to gain 
admittance. He and Tara walked up to the sphere and looked inside. Then they 
stepped back and were able to see the top of the round ball and the enormous 
hook which had heretofore been flat against the surface, concealed in a 
matching groove until everything was ready for the takeoff and the passengers 
were locked inside. 

“T still see no engine,” Tara said. 

He led her to one of the hangars. Inside, they found a huge cargo plane, 
squat, fat-bellied, the underside of which opened like a bomb bay. 

Steed said, “The whining noise we were told was that of the sphere engines, 
was only a recording broadcast through the speakers. It reverberated so much 


in the confines of the sphere that it was impossible to know where it really 
originated. It covered the approach of this plane, which came in slowly, 
dropping a hook as it did so. These hook lifts were common during the war 
and it’s not hard to become expert at manipulating them. The jolt we felt 
occurred when the plane’s hook engaged the one on the sphere and simply 
jerked us off the ground. Then we were pulled up by cable into the belly of the 
plane, which then headed out to the Badlands.” 

“If I hadn’t been there,” Tara said, “I’d think you were making this up.” 

“At the flat place where the Badlands began,” he went on, “the plane’s 
doors opened and we dropped like a bomb at a rather low altitude. Chutes, 
which were affixed to the sphere while it was aboard the plane, opened up to 
lower us to a reasonably safe landing. All the while, the recorded whine 
drowned out the sound of the plane. That’s all there was to it.” 

“Why weren’t the lift and the drop observed, Steed? The Bad Lands are a 
vacation area.” 

“The takeoffs and landings outside of London were made from a remote 
area and always by night. Quite likely they made certain there were no aircraft 
near by. At the Bad Lands most of the operations also took place at night. The 
site was at a low point hidden among the pinnacles. As they did it during the 
war, night pickups were made with a small beam of light playing on the hook. 
The plane was blacked out. They did operate in daylight on our second trip. 
Naturally this was accompanied by a certain element of risk, but it was worth 
the gamble to impress us.” 

“T suppose the odds were in their favor and they had to gamble somewhat in 
view of the profit involved.” 

“Quite so, but also in their favor was the fact that this is not the heavy 
tourist season and the site was chosen because it was in one of the most 
inaccessible parts of the area. There’d be few tourists rugged enough to reach 
it.” 

“We should jolly well know that,” Tara observed, thinking back on those 
difficult miles of hiking. 

Steed nodded. “It was a long scramble to Cedar Pass.” 

“Explain, please, the significance of the medallions.” 

Steed chuckled, and unbuttoned his shirt enough to pull his medallion free. 
“A glorious fake to make certain the victims would be too frightened to tell 
anyone. Oh, the scheme was bound to crumple sooner or later; but don’t 
forget, every victim brought in a hundred thousand pounds and, with what 
they took in, they could have retired for life.” 

“Even on the moon,” Tara said. *Tebbett was the ringleader, then?” 

“Obviously. He went along to see that everything operated well. He had us 
believing we were in communication with some radio center on earth. It 
wouldn’t do if any victim backed out because of fright. And you recall that 
payments were made in three installments. If they demanded a hundred 
thousand right off, there’d have been no takers. But for one-fifth of the total 


sum, each victim was brought to the moon by night. Next time, for a larger 
fee, each one saw the moon by day. Not for any long periods of time, but 
sufficient to inspire confidence.” 

“They even dressed us up in those completely phony space suits. And they 
said the little tanks contained a new kind of life-giving air that even smelled 
of roses.” 

“It was cheap perfume in a filter,” Steed said. “We were breathing Earth air 
all the time. The space suits served another purpose, however. If, by some 
remote chance, a plane flew over the Badlands, the helmets would have 
prevented us from hearing the engines. No doubt, if such a thing had 
happened, Tebbett would have found some vital and explainable reason for 
insisting we lie down and cover our faces so we wouldn’t see it. There could 
have been imaginary meteorite showers, for instance.” 

Tara said, “They drugged the food lightly so there’d be no doubts expressed 
throughout the journey.” 

“T expect that’s about it.” 

“I wonder what made Harold Vance grow suspicious, so much so that they 
were compelled to kill him. They did, didn’t they?” 

“Yes. They’ve confessed but they argued that it was sheer accident. What 
they were trying to do was set up Harold as a drunk who had hallucinations 
about the moon and his going there, so if he made any complaints no one 
would believe him. What they didn’t know was that Mr. Vance became 
violently ill if he drank alcoholic beverages. They forced too much on him, 
poor chap.” 

“I suppose he became skeptical, bought all that astronomy gear and built 
the observatory.” 

“Exactly. After he made a study of the moon, he knew it was impossible 
that he’d been there. He demanded his money back, threatening to go to the 
authorities; they were compelled to take action against him.” 

“Then the samples taken from the moon’s surface were fakes too.” 

“In a way, yes, though they actually did come from a crater caused by the 
crash of a meteor against our Earth many years ago. You recall that I took a 
sneaky sample of earth from the landing place, by using a hollow tip to my 
brolly? I had that analyzed too, though I didn’t get the report until this 
morning when it was telephoned to me. It was just dirt. Plain Earth dirt.” 

They walked out into the sunlight and regarded the sphere somewhat sadly. 

“I wish it were not so big,” Tara said. ‘T d like to keep it as a souvenir.” 

“We have our deeds to land on the moon,” Steed reminded her. 

“That’s something. I don’t think Pingree is going to enjoy his. Violet was 
very glad to have him back intact, but there was fire in her eyes when she 
learned the whole story. However, Pingree had his moment in the sun. Rather, 
I should say the moon. He was the commander for a while.” 

“Alec Cameron and Maud are still confused, I’m afraid. Last I heard, Alec 
was asking Pingree if there was any way he could buy moon property. And 


Maud is worried about the rats in the house. She just can’t be convinced there 
are none.” 

They walked slowly back to where the Bentley awaited them. 

“Some day,” Steed said, “well within our time, we may manage to get to 
the moon, Tara. Did you ever think of that?” 

“Major,” she said very happily, “I swear to you that I never will.” 


